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7 O' the reaſons which induced the 
Editor to make this collection wall 

ve obvious to moſt of thoſe for whoſe ac- 
commodation it is intended,-yet in order 
to prevent any miſtake or miſconſiruction 
that might Poſſibly ariſe, it was thought 
proper to give a brief account of its in- 
tention and deſign. What has given the 


firſt occaſion for its appearance is, the 


improvement in Pſalmody in the church of 
St. Mary, which ſeems no leſs acceptable 
to, than generally acknowiedged by thoſe 
who attend that church. In conſequence 
of this attempt to improve the Pſalmody, 
the Singers found it neceſſary to call to 
their aid various Pſalms and Hymns, of 


different metres and tunes from thoſe 


which had uſually been ſung before; with 
no deſign to exclude the Common Verſion 


of Pſalms uſed in the Church of England, 
bu! 


1 

but only to enlarge their ſphere, and en- 
nich the Singing with greater variety. 
Vhenever ſuch deviation fromthe Common 
Verſion was made, the congregalion of 
courſe have been at a lojs for the words, 
and thus tho" the tune might be known 
gore, or become familiar by uſe, hey 
2ave been hindred from joining wilh, and 
*1moyeng fo fully as they might otherwije 
dave done, that delightful part of divine 
worfhnap. In order therefore to remove 
lis inconvenience, and to comply with 
e wiſhes which many have exprefjed, thts 
eitile Collection laben chiefly from the 
Lock-Fymn Tunes, and from the Pjaims 
and Hymns of Dr. Watts, is reſpectſully 
jubmitted and recommended to the con- 
gregalion uſually attending at St. Mary , 
Ly the 
EDITOR, 

Hur, 
Sept. 1, 1767+ 
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Father, how wide thy glory ſhines — 


VVV 


To find ary Hrn in this Book by the fick Line, 


* 


A 
Lmighty God of truth and love — — 7 
Ah! tell us no more — — 89 
Arte my ſoul with wonder ſee — 13 
At thy command, our deareſt Log.l — — 64 
Awake our ſouls, awake our cars — — 33 
Awake and ſing the ſong — 19 
B 
Before ſchovah's awful throne 
Beneath tag tyrant Satan's yoke — 


Deſtow dear Lord upon our youth — 
Bleſt is the man whoſe bowels move — 
Lleſt are the fouls, that hear and k 

Pleſt are the fouls, that hear and know 


Bleſt be the Father and his love — 
ty 

Come thou Almighty King — 

Come ye that love the Lord _— 


Conte thou fount of every bleſſing — 
Come let us join our cheartul ſollgs 

Come let us a- new 
Come let us join a joyful tune 


Come let us all unite to praiſe — 
Come let us lift our voices high — 
1 


Dear object of cur ſtrong deſire 
Deep in our hearts let us record — 
Deep in the duſt before thy thron 


i 
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Father, Son, and Foly Glo — 
Father, we Walt to leel thy grace — 
Father 1 ing thy wond'rous grace — 
For ever ſhall my ſong record — 
From all that dwell below the fkics 
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Glory be to God on high — 
II 

Hark! the herald angels ſing — 
Hail great Immanuel! balmy name 
Hail holy, holy, holy, Lord 
Hail! thou once-delpiſed Jeſus —— 
Happy the heart, where graces reign 
Happy is he that fears the Lord — 
He dies, the friend of finners dies 
Hear what the Lord in viſian ſaid —— 
Hither ye poor, ye ſick, ye bling“ — 
Ho! every one that thirſts, draw nigh 
Holy Lamb, who thee receive — 
How ſad our ſtate by nature is — 
How rich are thy proviſions, Lord —— 
How ſweet and awful is the place 
How are thy glories here difplay'd * — 
How condeſcending and how kind —— 


1 
In this world of ſin and ſorro“ —— 


eſu, lover of my ſoul — 
eſus invites his 1aints — — 
Jeſus is gone above the ſkies * —— 


Jeſus, thy blood and righteouſneſs 
.- Jeſus, my all, to heav'n is gone 


L 
Let us adore th' eternal word — 
Let all our tongues be one — 
Let us adore the grace that feeks — 
Let earth and heay'n agree — 


Lift up your heads in joyful hope 
Lo! he comes with clouds deſcending 
Long have we ſat bencath the ſound 
Lord we come before thee now — 
Lord, how divine thy comforts are 
Lord, we adore thy bounteous hand 
Lord when thou didſt aſcend on high 
Love divin: all loye excelling — 
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Meet and right it is to ſing, — 
My hiding place, my refuge, tow'r, 
My drowſy pow'rs why fleep ye fo 
My foul repeat his praiſe 


N 
Nature with open volume ftands —— 
Now begin the heav'nly theme — 


Now to the pow'r of God ſupreme | 
Now have our hearts embrac'd our God 
Now let our pains be ail forgot 
Now from the roaring hon's rage — 
Now let our mourntul ſongs record 


O 
O Sun of righteouſneſs ariſe — 
O God, how endleſs is thy love —— 
Of him who did falvation bring — 
Our Lord is riſen from the dead — 
Our ſhepherd alone — 

3 
Praiſe ye the Lord, y'immortal choir 
Praiſe the Lord, who reigns above — 


Plung'd in a gulph of dark deſpair — 


R 
Raiſe your triumphant ſongs — 


8 
Salvation is for ever nig — — 
Saviour! and can it be — — 
See what a living ſtone — 
Sitting around our Father's board — 
Son of God! thy bleſſing grant —— 


| * 
Th? extent of TJeſu* love — 
The mem'ry of our dying Lord — 
The wonders Lord, thy love has wrought 
The Lord on earth and ſky 
The Lord of Sabbath let us praiſe 
This is the day the Lord hath made 
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viii TVC &c. 
Thou God of gloſious majeſty _— — 13 
Thou dear Redeemer, dying lamwd— — 31 
"Tis finiſh'd, 'tis done — 87 
"Tis ſtniſn'd, the Redeemer ſaid —— — 4c 
To God the only wiſe ——— — 46 
"Twas on that dark, that doleful night —— 2 
v. 
We ſing th' amazing deeds —— — 64 
We give immortal praiſe — — 10 
With joy we meditate the grace — 24 
What ſhall we render unto thee — — 23 
When I ſurvey the wand'rous crofs — 19 
When I travail in diſtreſs ——— — 14 — 
While with ceaſeleſs courſe the fun — 87 
Why did the nations join to lay — 76 
* 
Ye ſervants cf God, vour Maſter proclaim — 1 
Ye ſervants of God, whoſe diligent. care — 15 
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HYMN 1,—KNIGHTSEBRIDGE. 


x LMIGHTY God of truth and love, 
In me thy pow'r exert, 
The mountain from my ſoul remove, 
The hardneſs of mine heart : 
My moſt obdurate heart ſubdue, 
In honour of thy ſon ; 
And now the gracious wonder ſhew, 
And take away the ſtone. 


3 1 want a principle within, 

Of jealous godly fear, 

A ſenſibility of fin, 
A pain to feel it near : 

I want the firſt approach to feel 
Of pride or vain deſire, 

To catch the wand'rings of my will, 
And quench the kindling fire. 


yg From thee that I no more may part, 
No more thy goodneſs grieve ; 
The filial awe, the fleſhly heart, 
The tender conſcience give: 
Quick as the apple of an eye, 
O God my conſcience make, 
Awake my ſoul when fin is nigh ; 
And keep it ſtill awake, 
＋ 


HYMN 3, c. 


HYMN 32. Love Diving, 


1 1 divine all love excelling, 
Joy of heaven to earth come down 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 
All thy faithful mercies crown: 
Jeſus! thou art all compaſſion, 
Pure unbounded love thou art, 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Enter every trembling heart. 


s Breathe! O breathe ! thy loving ſpirit, 

Into every troubled breaſt; 

Let us all in thee inherit, 
Let us find thy promis'd reſt: 

Take away the pov'r of ſinning, 
Alpha and Omega be; 

End of faith, as its beginning, 
Set our hearts at liberty. 


3 Come! Almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy life receive ; 
Suddenly return and never, 
Never more thy temples leave ! 
Thee we wou'd be always bleſſing, 
Serve thee as thine hoſts above ; 
Pray and praiſe thee without ceaſing, 
Glory in thy precious love. 


4 Finiſh then thy new creation, 
Pure and ſpotleſs may we be, 
Let us ſee thy great ſalvation, 
Perfectly reſtor d by thee | 


8 Y.-M: .N.--$; fe; 


Chang'd from glory into glory, 
Till in heav'n we take our place, 
Till we caſt our crowns before thee, 
Loſt in wonder, love and praiſe. 
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HYMN 3. — Tux RISING Savfovx. 


I E dies! the friend of ſinners dies ! 
Lo! Salem's daughters weep around, 
A ſolzmn darkneſs veils the ſkies ! 
A ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground ! 
Come, Saints, and drop a tear or two, 
For him who groan'd beneath your load! 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 
A thouſand drops of richer blood. 


s Here's love and grief beyond degree, 
| The Lord of glory dies for men! 
But lo! what ſudden joys we lee, 
Jeſus, the dead, revives again ! 
The riſing God forſakes the tomb, 
(The tomb in vain forbids his riſe,) 
Angelic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies ! 


3 Break of your tears, ye Saints, and tell 
How high our great Deliver reigns, 
Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 

And led the monſter Death in chains, 
Say, live for ever wond'rous King ** 
Born to redeem, and ſtrong to ſave! - 
Then aſk the monſter——where's thy ſting 
And where's thy victory, boaſting grave ? 


« M YM N 8, &c. 


HYMN 4. HELMSLEY. 
7 1 he comes with clouds deſcend'ng, 


Once for favour'd ſinners ſlain; 
Thouſand, thouſand Saints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train: 
Hallelujah! 
Hallclujah! Amen 


2 Ev'ry eye ſhall now bchold tim, 
Rob'd in dreadful majeſty ; 
Thoſe who ſet at nonght and fold him, 
Pierc*d and nail'd hun to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true MESss Au ſee. 


3 Ev'ry iſland, ſea, and mountain, | 
Heav'n and carth ſhall flee away; 
All who hate him, muſt confounded, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day, 
| Come to judgment! 
Come to judgment! come away. 
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4 Now redemption, long expected, 
| See in ſolemn pomp appear! 
All his Saints by man rejected, 
Now ſhall meet him in the air; 
Hallelujah! 
See the day of God appear : 


s Anſwer thine own Pride and Spirit, 
Haſten, Lord, the gen'ral doom, 
The new heav'n and cath t' inherit, 
Take thy pining exviles home, 
Ail creation 
'T'iavails! groans! and bids thee come. 


. n p 5 a 
- 
E { - K * * = 
. C . 4 Y 
bd SY „ 1 - = 4 ©" of * 
12 ** NN. a 
1 8 N 7 1 
- 2 i teat 


H Y M N 8, - be. £ 


6 Yea, Amen! let all adore thee, 
High on thine eternal throne ! 
Saviour, take the pow'r and glory, 
Claim the knigdom {7 tine gyn: 
O come quickiy. 
Halle jan! come, Lord come. 
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HYMN 3.—0 THE NATIVITY. 


. ARK! the herald angels ſing, 
tory to the new-bora King 

Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and Sinners reconcil'd. 
Joyful all ye nations riſe, 
Join the triumph of the ſkies, 
With th* angelic hoſt proclaim, 
„ Chritft is born in Bethlehem.“ 


„ 


Hark ! the herald angels ſing, 
Glory to the new-born King. 


2 Chriſt, by higheſt heav'n ador'd, 
Chriſt, the everlaſting Lord; 
Late in time behold him come, 
Offspring of a virgin's womb : 
Veil'd in fleſh the Godhead ſee, 
Hail th* incarnate Deity! 
Pleas*d as man, with men t' appear, 
Jeſus, our Immanuel here, 


Chorus, Hark ! the herald, Se: 


HT MN S, &c. 


Hail the heav'n- born Prince of peace, 
Hail the Sun of righteouſneſs ! 

Light and life to all he bring, 

Ris'n with healing in his winge : 
Mild he lays his glory by, 

Born that man no more may die; 
Born to raiſe the ſons of earth, 

Born to give them ſecond birth. 


Chorus. Hark! che herald, &c. 


Shout, ye nations of the earth, 
Sing the triumphs of his birth; 
All the world by him is bleft ; 
Sound his praiſe from eaſt to weſt : 
Jews and Gentiles jointly fing 
Chriſt our common Lord and King, 
Chriſt our life, our joy, our ſong, 
To eternity prolong. 
Chorus. Hark! the herald. &c. 
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H YM N 6.——DENBIGH. 


ROM all that dwell below the ſkies, 
Let the Creator's praiſe ariſe, 
Let the Redeemer's name be ſung, 
Thro' ev'ry land by ev'ry tongue. 


Eternal are thy mercies Lord, 
Eternal truth attends thy word, 
Thy praiſe ſhall ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till ſuns ſhall riſe and ſet no more. ; 


. 


NN .. 
HY MN 7.——CAMBRIDGE, 


ATHER, how wide thy glory ſhines ! 
How high thy wonders rife ! 

Known thro' the earth by thouſand ſigns, 
By thouſands thro? the ſkies ! 


Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy pow'r ; 


Thoſe motions ſpeak thy ſkill ; 
And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience ſtill. 


But when we view thy great deſign, 
To ſave rebellious worms ; 


Where vengeance and compaſſion join 
In their divineſt forms. 


Here the whole Deity 1s known, 
Nor dares a creature gueſs 

Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The juſtice, or the grace. 


Now the full glories of the Lamb 
Adorn the heav*nly plains ; 


Bright ſeraphs learn Immanuel's name, 
And try their choiceſt ſtrains. 


O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immortal ſong ; 
Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 32 
Father how wide, & e. 
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HYMN 8.—CkESRHUN T. 


I UR Lord is iiſen from the dead, 
Our Jeſus is gone upon high, 
The pow'rs of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the ſky. 
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3 There his trivmpbal chariot waits, 

And angels chant the ſolemn lay, 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'aly gates, 
e everlaſting doors give way!“ 
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| 3 Looſe you" bars of maſſy light, 

1 And wide unfold th* etherial ſcene ; 
He claims theſe manſions as his rigitt, 
| 
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Receive the King of Glory in! 
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1 4 Who is the King ©: Glory, who ? 
The Lord, that ail his foce o'ercame; 
4 The world, fin, death, and hell o'erthrew, 


| And JES s is the conqu'ror's name. 
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5 Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chant the ſolemn r, 


| 

| 

Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates, 
: FH | * Ye everlaſting doors give Way. ”5 
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| | 6 Who is the King of Glory, who ? 
| | A The Lord of glorious pow'r poſſeſt, 
ö The King of 158 and angels too, 

| God over all, for ever bleſt! 

| 
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REDECMING LOVE. 


HYMN. 9. 
GW begin the heav'nly theme, 
Sing aloud in Jeſus* name; 
Ye who Jeſus' kindneſs prove, 

Triumph in redeeming love, 


Ye who ſee the Father's grace, 
Beaining in the Saviour's face; 
As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praiſe and bleſs redeeming love. 


Mournful fouls dry up your tears, 
Baniſh all your guilty fears, 

See your guilt and curſe remove, 
Cancell'd by redecming love. 


Ye, alas! who long have been, 
Willing flaves of death and tin ; 
Now from bliſs no longer rove, 
Stop—and taſte redeeming love. 


Wel:ome all by ſin oppreſt, 
Welcome to: his ſacred reſt; 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but redeeming love, 


He ſubdu'd th* inferral pow'rs, 
His tremenduous foes and ours; 
From their curſed empire drove, 
Mighty in redeeming love. 


Hither then your muſic bring, 
Strike aloud each joyful ſtring ; 
Mortals join the hoſts above, 
Join to praiſe redeeming love. 
B 


„* 
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HYMN ro. 


- E give immortal praiſe, 
To God the Father's love, 
For all our comforts here, 
And better hopes above; 
He ſent is own 
Eternal Son, 
To ae for firs, 
Faat man had done. 


DazTmwmovtTtnh. 


2 To God the Son belongs, 
Immortal glory too, 
Who bought us with his blood, 
From everlazing woe: 
And now he lives, 
And now he reigns, 
And fees the ſruit 
Of all his pains. 
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Immortal we NE; 
Whole pow'r 
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His work compietes, 


The great delign, 


| And: hills the foul, 


With joy, wuvine. 


4 Almighty God to thee 
Be endleſs honours done, 


| | The undivided Three, 


And the myſterious One : 
Where reaſ9n falls 
With alt her pow'rs, 
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There faith prevails, 
And love adores. 
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H Y.M-N:-:r1. Hor u a Bt. 
I TES U, lover of my ſoul, 
Let me to thy boſom fly, 
While the nearer witers roll, 
While the tempeſt iti. s Light; 
Hide me, O my Saviour hide, 
„Till the ſtorm of life is paſt; 
Safe into the haven guide, 
O receive my ſoul at laſt. 


2 Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpleis ſoul on thee, 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 
Still ſupport and comfort me : 
All my truſt on thee is ſtæy'd, 
All mine help from thee 1 bring, 
Cover my dcicnceleis head 
With the ſhadow of tiy wing 


44e * 
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3 Thou, O Chriſt, art all 1 want, 
More than all in thee 1 find, 
Raiſe the fall'n, chear the faint, 


Heal the ſick, and lead the blind, 


Juſt and holy is thy name, 
I am all unrighteouſneſs 
Vile and full of ſin 1 am, 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 


4 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 

Grace to pardon all our fin : 

Let the healing ftreams abound, 
Make, and keep me pure within : 

Thou of life, the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee, 

Spring thou up within wy heart. 
Riſe to all eternity 
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HYMN 12.-— To Tur TRINI T. 
T OME thou Almighty Eing, 


Help us thy name to ing, 

Help us to praiſe 
Father all glorious, 
O'er all victorious, 
Come and reign over us, 

Antient of Days. 


Jeſus our Lord ariſe, 
SCaiter our enemies, 
And make them fal! ! 
Let thine Almighty aid, 
Our ſure defence be made 
Our Souls on thee be ftay'd— 
Lord hear our Cal! ! 


Come, thou incarnate Word, 
Gird on thy mighty ſword— 
Our. pray'r attend! 
Come and thy people bleſa, 
And give thy Word ſucceſs, 
Spirit of holineſs 
On us deſcend ! 


4 Come holy Comforter, 
Thy ſacred witneſs bear, 
In this glad hour 
Thou who Almighty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry heart, 
And ne'er from us depart, 
Spirit of pow'r 


IN „ 
ne great One in Three 
praiſes be 
Hence —evermore 
1 ſov'rein Majeſty 
Say we in glory ſee, 
And to eternity 
Love and adore ! 
— —— 
HYMN 13. CHILTON. 
H O{U God of glorious majeſty ! 
To thee, againſt myſelf, to thee, 
A worm of earth, I ery : 
An halſ-awaken'd child of man, 
An heir of cndleſs bliſs or pain; 
A ſinner born to die. 


— 


2 Lo on a narrow neck of land, 
Twixt two unbounded ſeas I ſtand, 
Secure inſenſible ! 
A point of time, a moment's ſpace, 
Removes me to that heav'nly place, 
Or ſhuts me up in hell! 


3 O God mine inmoſt ſoul convert, 
And deeply on my thoughtful heart, 
Eternal things impreſs, 
Give me to feel their ſolemn weight, 
And tremble on the brink of fate, 
| And wake to righteouſneſs, 


4 Before me place in dread array, 
The pomp of that tremendous day, 
When thou with clouds ſhalt come 
To judge the nations at thy bar; 
And tell me, Lord, ſhall I be there, 
To meet a joyful doom ? 


13 


AKC. CEE 


14 E N 8, &c. 


s Be this my one great buſineſs here, 
With ſerious induſtry and fear 
My future blss t' infure * 
Thy holy counſel to fulfil, 
To ſuffer all thy righteous will, 
And to the end endure ' 


6 Then, Saviour, then my ſoul receive, 
Tranſported from the vale to live, 
And reign with thee above : 
Where faith is ſweetly loſt in ſight, 
And hope in fall ſapreme delight, 
And everlaſting love. 


- — — ——— — 


HYMN 14. KIiPPAX. 


! HEN I travail in diſtreſs, 
Or grief of any kind, 

Durden'd with uneaſineſs 

Or anguiſh on my mind. 
One ſweet ray of heav'nly light, 

Diſpels the clouds which intervene, 
Turns t) day the gloomy night, 

And quite renews the ſcene. 


2 My complaints with ſpeed remove, 
My ſorrows turn to joy, 
Songs -of melody and love, 
Again my tongue employ ; 
Then I find the reſting place, 
To all the carnal world unknown, 
There I taſte the glorious peace, 
Felt by th: Saints alone. 


5 
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HYMN 1,—Lock Tux. 


E ſervants of God, your Maſter proclaim, 
And publiſh abroad his wonderful name; 
The name all- victorious of Jeſus extol ; 
His kingdom is glorious, and rules over all. 


God ruleth on high, almighty to fave, 

And ſtill he is nigh, his preſence we have: 
The great congregation his triumph ſhall ſing, 
Aſcribing ſalvation to Jeſus our King. 


3 Salvation to God who fits on the throne, 


Let all cry aloud and honour the Son; 
Our Jeſus's praiſes the angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their faces, and worſhip the Lamb, 


4 Then let us adore and give him his right: 


1 


2 


All glory, and power, and wiſdom, and might, 
All honour, and bleſſing, with angels above, 
And thanks never ceaſing, and infinite love. 


——  — — —.— — 


HYMN. 16 — P ATIENT Ss Tun. 


E ſervants of God, whoſe diligent care, 
Is ever employ'd in watching and pray'r, 

With praiſes uncealing your Jeſus proclaim. 

Rejoicing and bleſſing his excellent name. 


"Tis Jeſus commands, come all to his houſe, ; 
And lift up your hands, and pay him your vows ; 

And whilſt ye are giving your Jeſus his due, 
The Lord out of heaven ſhall ſanCtify you. 


16 11 T Ne. 
HYMN 15. BI. K N DO. 
1 IESUs, my all, to hezv'a is gone, 


He whom I fix my hopes upon: 
His track I ſee, and I'll purſue, 
The narrow way, till him I view. 

2 The way the holy prophets went, 
The road that leads from baniſhment; 
The King's highway of holineſs 
I'll go, for all his paths are peace. 

3 No ſtranger may proceed therein, 
No lover of the world and fin. 
Do hon, no devouring care, 

No ſin, no ſorrow ſnall be there. 

4 No, nothing may go up thereon, 
But trav'ling ſouls, and 1 am one; 
Way-faring men, to Canaan bund. 
Shall only in the way be found. 


5 This is the way I long have fought, 
And mourn'd becauſe I found it not : 
My grief has long a burden been, 
Becauſe I cou'd not ceaſe from fin. 


6 The more I ſtrove againſt its pow'r, 
I ſinn'd and ſtumbled but the more, 
Till late I heard my Saviour ſay, 
“Come hither, Soul, I am the way.“ 


7 Lo! glad I come, and thou bleſs'd Lamb, 
Shalt take me to thee as I am; 


Nothing but fin I thee can give, 
Nothing but love ſhall I receive. 


8 Then will I teil to ſinners round, 
What a dear Saviour I have found; 
I'll point to thy redeeming blood, 
And ſay, Behold the way to God” ! 


NN, ee; 


HYMN 1s. DorsET. 


£ OW. ſad our fate by nature is, 
Our fin how deep it Rains ! 
And Satan binds our captive ſouls, 
Faſt in his flaviſn chains; 
But there's a voice of ſov'reign grace, 
Sounds from God's ſacred word, 
Ho! ye diſpairing ſinners, come, 
And truſt upon the Lord. 


2 O may we hear th' Almighty call, 

And run to this relief! 

We would believe thy promiſe, Lord. 
O help our unbelief! 

To the bleſt fountam of thy blood, 
Teach us, O Lord, to fly; | 

There may we waſh our ſpotted ſouls 
From crimes of deepeſt dye ! 


3 Stretch out thine arm, victorious King, 
Out reigning fins ſubdue ; 

Drive the old dragon from his ſeat, 
With his infernal crew : Ho 
Poor guilty, weak, and helpleſs worms, 

Into thine hand we fall : 
Be thou our ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 
Our Jeſus, and our All ! 


Y 


— — . — — — 


"=". 


HYMN 19.,.—WANDSWOR TH. 


Sun of righteouſneſs ariſe, 
With healing in thy wings, 
To my diſeas'd, my fainting foul, 
Thy light ſalvation brings. 
C 


« 
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2 Theſe clouds of pride and fin diſpel, 
By thine all-piercing beam, 
Lighten mine eyes with faith, my heart 
With holy hope inflame. 
3 My mind by thy all quick'ning power, 
From low deſires ſet free, | 
Unite my ſcatter'd thoughts, and ix 
My love entire on thee. 


4 Father, thy long-loſt ſon receive, 
Saviour, thy purchaſe own ; 
Bleſt Comforter, with peace and joy, 
Thy new-made creature crown. 


— — 


1 


HYMN 20.—MoLESswwOoR TR. 


: RISE my ſoul with wonder ſee, 


r 
9 11 8 
. 


Are laid on God's eternal Son. 


bs 2 See from his head, his hands, his feet, 
1 Sorrow and love fiow mingling down; 
; Did e'er ſuch love, ſuch ſorrow meet, 
Or thorns compoſe ſo bright a crown. 


| 5 3 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
| That were a preſent far too ſmall ;- 
1 Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 

$] | Demands my foul, my life, my all. 


11 What love divine for thee hath done, 
1 Behold thy ſorrow, ſin, and grief, 


AA r NM N . 
HYMN 21.— 3 Uu kXTrO N. 


WAKE and ſing the ſong, 

Of Moſes and the Lamb; 
Wale ev'ry heart, and ev'ry tongue, 

To praiſe the Saviour's name. 
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2 Sing of his dying love, 
Sing of his riſing pow'r, 
Sing how he intercedes above, 
For thoſe whoſe fins he bore. 


3 Sing till we feel our hearts, 
Aſcending with our tongues; 
Siag till the love of fin departe, 
And grace iafpirss our ſongs. 


4 Sing on yaur heavinly way, 
Ye raaſom'd ſinners fing ; 
Sing on, rejoicing ev'ry day, 
In Chriſt th? eternal king. 


5 Soon ſhall ye hear him ſay, 
Ve blefſed children come ;*? 
Soon will he call ye hence away, 
And take his wand'rers home. 


1 » 
or 


— . — 


HYMN 22,—RicumoxD. 
{TEN I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs, | 
On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, 
My richeſt gain I count but loſs, _ 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 


_— 


»„— — 


1 


2 Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt, 
Save in the croſs of Chriſt, my God : 
All the vain things that charm me mog 
I ſacrifice them for thy blood. 


HY M NS,. &e. 


HYMN 23.-—CIRENCESTER, 


5 1 ye the Lord, y'immortal choir, 
That fill the realms above ; 
Praiſe him who form'd you of his fire, 
And feeds you with his love 
Stine to his praiſe ye cryſtal ſkies, 
The floor of his abode ; 
Or veil in ſhades your tho uſand eyes, 
Before your brighter God. 


2 Thou reſileſs globe of golden light, 
Whoſe beams create our days, 
Join with the filver queen of night, 
To own your borrow'd rays ; 
Winds, ye ſhall hear his name a! oud, 

Thro? the etherial blue; 
For when ts chariot is a cloud, 
He makes his wheels of you. 


3 Thunder, and hall, and fire, and ſtorme, 

The troops of his command, 

Appear in ai! your dreadful forms, 
And ſpexk his awful hand: 

Shout to the Lord ye ſurging ſeas, 
In your eternal roar; 

Let waves to waves reſound his ITY 
And ſnore repiy to ſhore. | 


4 Wave your tall wands; ve lofty pines, 

To him that bids you gro r: 

Sweet cluſtzrs bend the fruitful vines, 
On ev'ry thankful bough : 

Tuus while the meaner creatures ſing, 
e mortals, take the ſound ; 

Echo the glories of your King. 
Thro' all the nations round. 


MN. cee. 
HYMN 24. LEED *% 


ES Us, thy blood and righteouſneſs, 

My beauty are, my glorious dreſs ; 
»Midſt flaming worlds in theſe array 'd, 
With joy ſhall I lift up my head. 


2 When from the duſt of death J rife, 
To claim my manſion in the ſkies ; 
Ev'n then, ſhall this be all my plea, 

e feſ is hath liv'd hath dy'd for me.“ 


3 Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great day, 
For who ought to my charge ſhall lay ? 
Fully thro? thee abſolved I am, 

From fin and fear, from guilt and ſhame. 


4 Thus Abraham, the friend of God, 
Thus all the armies bought with blood, 
Saviour of ſinners thee proclaim, 
Sinners, of. whom the chief 1 am. 


5 This ſpotleſs robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd nature finks in years; 
No age can change its glorious hue, 
The grace of Chriſt is ever new. 


6 O let the dead now hear thy voice, 
Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice ; 
Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs, 
Jeſus, the Lord, our righteouſneſs. 


„ 


HYMN 25-—HuDDERSFLIELD. 

I Y hiding place, my refuge, tow'r, 
4 And ſhield art thou, O Lord! 

I firmly anchor all my hopes, 

On thy unerring word. 
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2 Engrav'd as in eternal braſs, 
The mighty promiſe ſhines ; 
Nor can the pow'rs of darkneſs raze, 
Thoſe everlaſting liaes. 


3 The ſacred word of grace is ſtrong, 
As that which built the ſkies : 
The voice that rolls th- ſtars along, 
Spake ail the promiſes. 


4 My hiding place, my refuge, tow'r, 
And ſhield art thou, O Lord! 
T firmly anchor all my hopes, 
On thy unerring word. 


* | ——C_—_—__— 


J 1 O! every one that thirſts, draw nigh, 
"Tis god invites the fallen race ; 
Mercy and free ſalvation buy, 
Buy wine, and milk, and goſpe!-grace. 


2 Come, to the living waters come, 
Sinners, obey your Mater's call; 

Return, ye weary wand'rers home, 
And find my grace reach'd out to all, 


3 See, from the rock a fountain riſe! 
For you in healing ſtreams it rolls; 
Money, ye need not bring, nor price, 
Ye lab'ring, burthen'd, ſin-ſick ſouls. 


4 Nothing ye in exchange ſhall give, 
Leave all you have, and are behind; 
Frankly the gift of God receive, 
Pardon, and peace, in Jeſus find, 


1 
1 
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HYMN 27. SCARBOROUGH, 
1 HAT ſhall! we render unto thee, 
Thou glorious Lord of life and pow'r! 
Teach us to bow the kumble knee, 
Teach us with thankfulneſs t* adore; 
To praiſe thee as the hoſts above, 
To praiſe thee for thy wond'rous love. 


2 When like loſt ſheep we wander'd wice, 
And left the watchful ſnepherd's eye; 
When borne along th* impetuous tide, 
Of this world's fin, and vanity ; 
Our ſeſus from the heav'ns came down, 
To ſave us by his grace alone. 


3 He bore our ſins upon the tree, 
To ſeck and ſave the loſt he came, 
There was he bound 'to ſet us free 
From death and everlaſting ſhame : 
The captive flock from hell was freed, 
And ranſom'd when their ſhepherd bled, 


4 Before the Father's awful throne, 
Our merciful High Prieſt he ſtands; 
And interceding for his own, 
The purchas'd remnant now demande, 
His people's everlaſting friend, 
Who loving—loves them to the end. 


5 May we his baniſh'd ones rejoice, 
Him for our Lord arid God to own, 
To take him as our only choice, 
And cleave to him in love alonc; 
Be growing up in holineſs, 
Then meet him in the realms of peace. 
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© Then ſhall our grateful ſongs abound, 
And ev'ry tear be wip'd away; 
No fin, no ſorrow ſhall be found, 
No night o'er-cloud the endleſs day : 
O praiſe him! all beneath, above, 
O praiſ2 him! praiſe the God of love. 


, 
— — — — — _ 


HY MN 28. 
I ITH joy we meditate the grace, 
Of our High Prieſt above; 
His heart is made of tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love. 


CutLsEtA. 


2 Touch'd with a ſympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame ; 
He knows what ſore temptations mean, 
For he has felt the ſame, 


3 He, in the days of fezble fleſh, 
Pour'd out his cries and tears; 
And in his meaſure. feels, 


What every member bears. 


4 He'll never quench the ſmoaking fiax, 
But raiſe it to a flame, 
The bruized reed he never breaks, 
Nor ſcorns the meaneſt name, 


5 Then let our humble faith addreſs, 
His mercy and his pow'r; 
We ſhall obtain deliv'ring grace, 
In the diſtreſſing hour, 


HY MN S, Ce. 


HYMN 29.-—WixpsoR, 
HE Lord of Sabbath let us praiſe, 
In concert with the bleſt; 
Who joyful in harmonious lays, 
Employ an endleſs reſt. 


2 Thus, Lord, whilſt we remember thee, 
We bleſt and pious grow ! 
By hymns of praiſe we learn to be 
Triumphant here below. 


3 On this glad day a brighter ſcene 
Of glory was difplay*d 
By God, th' eternal word, than when 
This univerſe was made. 


4 He riſes, o mankind hath bought 
With grief and pain extreme ; 


*T was great to ſpeak the world from nought, 


*T was greater to redcem ! 


— — 
HYMN 30, M1LBANK. 
J CY him who did ſalvation bring, 
Lord may we ever think and ſing, 
Ariſe ye guilty, he'll forgive, 
Arife ye ncedy, he'll relieve. 


Eternal Lord, Almighty King, 

All heav'n doth with thy triumphs ring! 
Thou conqu'reſt all bencath, above, 
Devils with force, and men with love. 


3 To purge our ſins, Chriſt ſhed his blood, 
He dy'd to bring us near to God; 
Let all the world fall down and know, 
That none but God ſuch love could ſhow. 
D : TO 
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HYMN ar. 
I Y drowſy pow'rs why fleep ye ſo ? 
Awake my fluggiſh ſoul ; 
Nothing hath half thy work to do, 
Yet nothing's half ſo dull, 


EDdGcumnsze. 


2 Go to the ants—for one poor grain, 
See how they toil and ſtrive; 
Yet we who have a heav'n t“ obtain, 
How negligent we live. | 


3 We for whom God the Son came down, 
And labour'd for our good; 
How careleſs to ſecure that crown, 
He purchas'd with his blood. 


4 Lord, ſhall we live ſo fluggiſh ſtill, 
And never act our parts; 
Come, Lord, thy gracious word fulfil, 
And warm our frozen hearts. 


5 Give us with active warmth to move, 
With vig'rous ſouls to riſe ; 

With hands of faith and wings of love, 
To fiy and take the prize. 


— ꝑęꝗꝗ „ — 


— — 22 —— 


HYMN 32, —— CANTE R E UR Ye 
I AIL great Immanuel! balmy name, 
Thy praiſe the ranſom'd will proclaim, 
We thee phyſician call ; 
We own no other cure but thine, 
Thou the deliverer divine, | 
Our health! our life! our all. 
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HYMN 32. TuRlxN 
ON of God! thy bleſſing grant, 
Still ſupply my ev'ry want; 

Tree of life thine influence ſhed, 
With thy ſzp my ſpirit feed. 


Tendereſt branch, alas! am I, 
Wither without thce and die; 
Weak as helpleſs infancy, 

O confirm my foul in thee. 


to 


3 Unſuſtain'd by thee I fall, 

_ Send the ſtrength for which I call! 
Weaker than a bruiſed reed, 
Help I ev'ry moment need. 


4 A!l my hopes on thee depend, 
Love me, ſave me to the end; 
Give me the continuing grace, 
Take the everlaſting praiſe, 


— — . — - 
HYMN 33. MONTPTELI%Re. 


1 LORY be to God on high, 
God whoſe glory filis the ſx : 
Peace on earth to man forgiven, 
Man the well belov'd of heav'n, 


Glory be to God, &c, 


2 Chriſt our Lord and God we own, 
Chriſt the Father's only Son; 
Lamb of God for ſinners fiain, * 
Saviour of offending man. FEE 
Glory be to God, Ce. 
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HYMN 34. —— YARMOUTH, 


I OME ye that love the Lord, 
And let your joys be knowa 
Join in a ſong with ſweet accord, 
While ye ſurround the throne: 
The ſorrows of the mind, 
Be baniſh'd from the place; 
Religion never was deſign'd, 
To make our pleaſures leſs. 


2 Let thoſe refuſe to ſing, 

Who never knew our God; 

But children of the heav'nly King 
Will ſpeak their joys abroad : 

The men of grace have found, 
Glory begun below ; 

Celeſtial fruits, on earthly ground, 
From faith and hope may grow, 


3 The hill of Zion yields, 

A. thouſand ſacred ſweets ; 

Before we reach the heav'nly fields, 
Or walk the golden ftreets : 

Then let our ſongs abound, 
And ev'ry tear be dry; 

We're marching thro* Immanuel's ground 
To fairer worlds on high, 


— — — — e 


HYMN 35. PE L HAM. 
J M ſoul repeat his praiſe, 
Whoſe mercies are ſo great ; 
| Whoſe anger is ſo flow to riſe, 
So ready to abate, 


— 


H T M N 8, Ke. 


High as the heav'ns are rais'd 
Above the ground we tread; 

& far the riches of his grace, 
Our higheſt thoughts exceed. 


2 The pity of the Lord, 
To thoſe that fear his name, 
Is ſuch as tender parents feel, 
He knows our feeble frame: 
Our days are as the graſs, 
Or like the morning flow'r : 
If one ſharp blaſt ſweep o'er the field, 
It withers in an hour. 


3 But thy compaſſions, Lord, 
To endleſs years endure ; 
And children's children ever find 
Thy word of promiſe ſure, 
My ſoul, repeat his praiſe, 
Whoſe mercies are ſo great, &c, 


— — ——— —— © 
| HY MN 36. — NANTWIC k. 
I GOD, how endleſs is thy love! 
Thy gifts are ev'ry ev'ning new; 
And morning mercies from above, 
Gently diſtill like early dew. 


2 Thou ſpread'ſt the curtain of the night, 
Great guardian of our ſleeping hours; 

Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all our drowſy pow'rs. 


3 We yield our pow'rs to thy command, 
To thee we conſecrate our days, 
Perpetual bleſſings from thine hand, 


Demand perpetual ſongs of praiſe, 
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HYMN 37. SHREWSBURY, 

I OLY lamb, who thee receive, 
Who in thee begin to live, 

Day and night they cry to thee, 

As thou art, ſo let us be! 

Fix, O fix each wav'ring mind, 

To thy croſs our ſpirit bind, 
_ Earthly paſſions far remove, 

Perfect all our ſouls in love. 


2 Duſt and aſhes tho? we be, 
Full of guilt and miſery ; 
Thine we are, thou ſon of God! 
Take the purchaſe of thy blood : 
Boundleſs wiſdom, pow'r divine, 
I ove unſpeakable are thine ; 
Praiſe by all to thee be giv'n 
Sons of earth and hoſts of heay'n, 


. r — — 


HYMN 38. STRATHA N. | 
I LEST are the ſouls that hear and know, . 
The goſpel's joyful ſound, | 
Peace ſhall attend the path they go, 
And light their ſteps ſurround. 


2 Their joy ſhall bear their ſpirits up, 
Thro' their redeemer's name: 
His righteouſneſs exalts their hope, 
Nor Satan dares condemn. 


3 The Lord our glory and defence, 
| Strength and ſalvation gives; 


Iſracl, thy King for ever reigns, 
Thy God for ever bves, 
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HYMN 39. CHRISTMAS. 
! 3 T up your heads in joyful hope, 
Salute the happy morn ; 


Each heav'nly pow'r, 
Proclaims the glad hour, 
Lo! Jeſus the Saviour is born. 


2 All glory be to God on high, 
To him all praiſe is due ; 
The promiſe is ſeal'd, 
The Saviour's reveal'd, 
And proves that the record is true. 


3 Let joy around like rivers flow. 
Flow on, and ſtill increaſe ; 
Spread o'er. the glad earth 
At Jeſas his birth, 
For heav'n and carth are at peace. 


4 Now the good-will of heaven is ſhewn, 
Tow'rds Adam's helpleſs race, 
Meſſiah is come, 
To ranſom his own, 
To ſave them by infinite grace. 


5 The let us join the heavens above, 
Where hymning Seraphs ſing, 
Join all the glad pow'rs, 
For their Lord is ours, 
Our prophet, our Prieſt, and our King. 


— — — 


HYMN 40.——BERWICK-. 
; HOU dear redeemer, dying lamb, 
We love to hear of thee; 
No muſic. like thy charming name, 
Nor half ſo ſweet can be. 
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2 O may we ever hear thy voice, 
In mercy to us ſpeak ; 
And in our Prieſt will we rejoice, 
Thou great Melchiſedec. 


3 Our Jeſus ſhall be ſtill our theme, 
While in this world we ſtay ; 
We'll ſing our Jeſus? lovely name, 
When all things elſe decay. 


4 When we appear in yonder cloud, 
With all his favour'd throng ; 
Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud. 
And Chriſt ſhall be our ſong. 


— 


HYMN 41. — LAN CAS TER. 


RAISE the Lord, who reigns above, 
And keeps his court below ; 

Praiſe the holy God of love, 

And all his greatneſs ſhow : 
Praiſe him for his noble deeds, 

Praiſe him for his matchleſs pow'r; 
Him from whom all good proceeds, 

Let heav'n and earth adore, 


1 Publiſh, ſpread, to all around, 


The great Immanuel's name; 
Let the trumpet's martial ſound 

Him Lord of Hoſts proclaim : 
Praiſe him ev'ry tuneful ſtring, 

All the reach of heay* nly art, | 
All the pow'rs of muſic bring, 
I muſic of the heart. 


1 
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HYMN 42.—3 fD ron p. 
EE T and right it is to ſing, 

— Glory to our God and King; 

Meet in ev'ry time and place, 

To rehearſe his ſolemn praiſe. 


2 Join, ye ſaints, the ſong around, 


Angels help the chearful ſound ; 
Publiſh thro* the world abroad, 
Glory to th' eternal God. 


3 Praiſes here to thee we give, 


Gracious thou our thanks receive 
Holy Father, Sov'reign Lord, 
Ev*ry where be thou ador d! 


4 Tho? th injurious world exclaim, 


F 


Sing we ſtill in Jeſu's name; 
Saviour, thee we ever bleſs, 
Thee our Lord and God confeſs. 


— - — — ———— — = 
HYMN 43—MaNnsFIELD. 
WAKE our fouls, awake our fears, 
Let ev'ry trembling thought be gone ; 
Awake and run the heav'nly race, 
And put a cheerful courage on. 


True, 'tis a ſtrait and thorny road, 
And mortal ſpirits tire and faint ; 

Put we forget the mighty God, 
That feeds the ſtrength of ev'ry faint, 


O mighty God, thy matchleſs pow'r _ 
Is ever new and ever young ; 

And firm endures, while endleſs years 
Their everlaſting circles run. 
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4 From thee, the overflowing ſpring, 
Believers drink a freſn ſupply : 
While ſuch as truſt their native ſtrength, 
Shall fade away, and droop and die. 


5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 
O may we mount to thine abode ! 
On wings of love, to Jeſus fly, 
Nor tire amidſt the heav'nly road. 
.— — — 
HYMN 44. LAMBETH. 
1 ONG have we fat beneath the ſound, 
Of thy ſalvation, Lord ! 
But ftill how weak our faith is found, 
And knowledge of thy word, 


2 Oft we frequent thine holy place, 
Vet hear almoſt in. vain; 
How ſmall a portion of thy grace, 
Do our falſe hearts retain. 


3 Our gracious Saviour and our God, 
How little art thou known : 
By all the judgments of thy rod, 
And bleſſings of thy throne. 


4 How cold and feeble is our love, 
How negligent our fears ! 

How low our hope of joys above, 
How few affections there ! 


5 Great God thy ſov'reign aid impart, 

To give thy word ſucceſs; 
Write thy ſalvation on our heart, 
And make us learn thy grace. 


AF T M N. S, ac. 


35 
6 Shew our forgetful feet the way, 


That leads to joys on high: 
Where knowledge grows without decay, 
And love ſhall never die. 


—  — _ 


HYMN 45. —K1inGsTON. 


AIL holy, holy, holy, Lord! 
Be endleſs praiſe to thee ! 
Supreme, eſſential one, ador'd, 
In co-eternal Three ! 
Enthron'd in everlaſting ſtate, 
E'er time its round began, 
Who join'd in council to create, 
The dignity of man. 


2 To whom Ifaiah's viſion ſhew'd, 
The Seraphs veil their wings, 
While thee Jehovah, Lord, and God, 
Th' angelic army ſings : 
To thee by myſtic pow'rs on high, 
Were humble praiſes given; 
When John beheld with favour'd eye, 
Th' inhabitants of heav'n. 


3 All that che name of creature owns, 
To thee in hymns aſpire 
May we as angels on our thrones, 
For ever join the choir ! 
Hail holy, holy, holy Lord ! 
Be endleſs praiſe to thee : 
Supreme, eſſential one, ador'd, 
In co- eternal Three, 


" 
* 
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HYMN 46. — Lorusvusy. 


AVIOURY! and can it be, 

That thou ſhould'ſt dwell with me 
From thine high and lofty throne, 
Throne of everlaſting bli$ ; 

Will thy majeſty ſtoop down 

| To ſo mean a houle as this 


2 I am not worthy, Lord, 
So foul and ſelf - abhor'd, 
Thee my God, to entertain 
In this polluted heart : 
I'm a frail and ſinful man, 
All my nature, cries, © depart : 


3 Yet come, thou heav'nly gueſt, 
And purify my breaſt ! 
Come thou great and glorious King | 
While before 'thy croſs' I bow ; 
With thy felf ſalvation bring, 
Give me all thy love to know! 


— — — — 


HYMM 47. 


RoEkHAMrrex 


AIs E your triumphent ſongs, 
To an immortal tune; 

Let the wide earth reſound the deeds, 
Celeſtial grace has done : 

Sing how eternal love, 
Its chicf beloved choſe, 

And bid him raiie our wretched race, 
From their aby ſe of Wo es. 


2 His hand no thunder bezrs, 

No terror cloaths his brow ; 

No bolts to drive our guilty ſouls, 
To fiercer flames below : 

"Tiras mercy fill'd the throne, 
And wrath ſtood filent by, 

When Chriſt was ſent with pardons down, 
To rebels doom'd to die. 


3 Now, ſinners, dry your tears, 
Let hopeleſs ſorrows ceaſe ; 
Bow to the ſceptre of his love, 
And take the offer'd peace : 

May we obey the call ! 
And lay an humble claim, 
To the ſalvation he hath brought, 


And love and praiſe his name ! 


— 8 — CC mm — 
HYMN 48. BRE DBR V. 
x N OW to the pow'r of God ſupreme, 
Be everlaſting honour giv'n, 


He faves from hell, (we bleſs his name) 
He calls loſt Land ring ſouls to heav'n. 


2 Not for our duties or deſerts, 
But of his own abounding grace, 
He works ſalvation in our hearts, 
And forms a people for his praiſe. 


3 *Twas his own purpoſe that began, 
To reſcue rebels doom'd to die; 
Re gave us grace in Chriſt his ſon, 
Before he ſpread the flarry ſky. 


4 Jeſus, the Lord, appears at laſt, 
And makes his father's councils known, 
Declares his great tranſactions paſt, 
And brings immortal bleſſings down. 
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HYMN 49. DgEKrTrog o. 
I ATHER, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One in three, and three in one; 
As by the celeſtial hoſt, 
Let thy will on earth be done: 
Praiſe by all to thee be given, 
Glorious Lord of earth and heav'n. 


2 If ſo poor a worm as I, 
May to thy great glory live, 
All mine actions ſanctify, 
All my thoughts and words receive: 
Claim me for thy ſervice— claim, 
All I have, and all I am. 


3 Take my ſoul and body's pow'r, 
Take my mem'ry, mind, -and will, 
All my goods and ail mine hours, 
All I know, and all I feel; 
All I think, and ſpeak, and do, 
Take mine heart—but make it new. 


3 Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One in Three, and Three in One ; 
As by the celeſtial hoſt, . 
Let thy will on earth be done 
Praiſe by all to thee be given, 
Glorious Lord of earth and heav'n, 


—_—_— —— ___ 
— — — 
„ — 


HYMN 5o. IS LIN GTO. 

I LEST be the Father and his love, 

To whoſe celeſtial ſource we owe: 
Rivers of endleſs joys above, 

Ard rills of comtorg here beloys 
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2 Glory to thee, great ſon of Gd! 
Forth from thy wounded body rolle, 
A precious ſtream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying ſouls. 


3 We give the facred ſpirit praiſe, 
Who, in our hearts of ſin and woe, 
Makes living ſprings of grace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs glory flow. 


4 Thus God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, we adore, 
That ſea of life and love unknown, 
Without a bottom or a ſhore. 


— — . —-—H 
HYMN 5. —CLAP HA. 
I ET earth and heav'n agree, 
Angels and men be join'd, 
To celebrate with me, 
The Saviour of mankind ; 
T' adore the all-atoning Lamb, 
And bleſs the ſound of Jeſus* name. 


2 Jeſus, tranſporting ſound ! 
The joy of earth and heav'n, 
No other help is found, 
No other name is giv'n, 
By which we can ſalvation have 
But ' Jeſus came the world to ſave. 


3 Jeſus ! harmonious name ! 
It charms the hoſts above ; 
They evermore proclaim, 
And wonder at his love! 
»Tis all their happineſs to gaze, 
Tis heav'n to ſee our Teſus* ace. 
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4 His name the ſinner hears, 
And is from ſin ſet free; 
'Tis muſic in his ears, 
"Tis life and victory : 
New ſongs do now his lips employ, 
And his glad heart exults with joy. 


HYMN Fa. TADCASTER. 


"= 


1 O ME thou fount of every bleſſing, 
Tune my heart to ſing thy grace 
Streams of mercy never ceaſing, 
Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſe. 
Teach me ſome melodious ſonnet; 
Sung by flaming tongues above ; 
Praiſe the mount——O fix me on it— 
Mount of God's unchanging love 


2 Here I raiſe my Ebenezer, 

Hither by thy help I'm come ; 

And I hope, by thy good pleaſure, 
Safely to arrive at home : 

Jeſus ſought me when a ſtranger, 
Wand'ring from the fold of God; 

He, to reſcue me from danger, 
Interpos'd his precious blood. 


3 Oh! to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be! 

Let that grace now, like a fetter, 
Bind my wand'ring heart to thee | 

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the God of love— 

Take my heart—O take and feel it 
Seal it to thy courts above. 
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HYMN 6g3. COLCHESTER». 
1 H' extent of Jeſus? love 
What heart can comprehend ? 
A breadth whoſe diftance none can prove: 
A length without an end. 
The firſt-born ſeraphs try 
The myſt'ay to explore, 
They cannot find it out; for Why? 
The curſe they never bore. 


2 The grace unſcarchable, 
Tranſcending human thought; 
ho, who, in earth or heav'n can tell, 
Or find the wonder out? 
All the angelic choir 
Unite to give bim praiſe ; 
And ſaints redeeming love admire, 
And loud hoſannas raiſe. 


3 To Chrit we lift our voice, 
Who have redemption found ; 
And in his name alone rejoice, 
Whence all our joys abound ; 
This cures the burden'd mind, 
This calms the troubled heart ; 
This manifeſts the Saviour kind, 
And bids our fears depart. 


— — - 


HYMN 54. DENMARK. 
I EFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations bow with ſacred joy; 
Know that the Lord is God alone! 
He can create, and he deſtroy. 
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2 His ſov'reign pow'r without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and form'd us men ; 
And when like wand'ring ſheep we ſtray'd, 
He brought us to his fold again. 


3 We'll croud thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
High as the heav'ns our voices raiſe ; 
And earth with her ten thouſand tongues, 

Shall fil! thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 


4 Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vaſt as eternity thy love; 
Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


— — — . — — — 
HYMN 55. CRESWICK. 
I OME let us join our chearful ſongs, 
With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thouſand thouſand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 


2 Worthy the Lamb that died for us, 
| To be exalted thus ; 
Worthy the Lamb our hearts reply, 
For lie was ſlain for us. 


3 Jeſus is worthy to receive, 
Honour and pow'r divine; 
And bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be Lord for ever thine. . 


4 The whole creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred name 
Of him that ſits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 
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HY MN 56. GREENWICH, 
LUNG'D in a gulph of dark deſpair, 
We wretched ſinners lay; 
Without one chearful beam of hope, 

Or ſpark of glimm'ring day. 


m4 


With pitying eyes the prince of grace, 
Beheld our helpleſs grief ; 

He ſaw, and O! amazing love 
He came to our relief. 


Mo 


Down from the ſhining ſeats above, 
With joyful haſte he fled, 

Enter*d the grave in mortal flcth, 
And dwelt among the dead. 


VI 


4 Oh! for this love let rocks and hills, 
Their laſting ſilence break; 

And all harmonions human tongue 
The Saviour's praiſes ſpeak. 


Angels aſſiſt our mighty joys, 
Strike all your harps of gold; 
But when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ae*er be told. 
1 2 
HYMN 57. ——FALMOUTH. 
ORD we come before thee now, 
At thy feet we humbly bow; 
O! do not our ſuit diſdain, 
Shall we ſeek thee Lord in vain. 


1 


2 Lord, on thee our ſouls depend, 
In compaſſion now deſcend; 
Fill our hearts with thy rica grace, 
Pune our lips to fing chy prailg, 
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3 In thine own appointed way, 
Now we ſeek thee here we ſtay : 
Lord, we know not how to go! 
Till a bleſſing thou beſtow. 


4 Send ſome meſſage from thy word, 
That may joy and peace afford; 
Let thy ſpirit now impart 
Full ſalvation to each heart. 


5 Comfort thoſe who weep and mourn, 
Let the time of joy return : 
Thoſe that are caſt down lift up, 
Make them ſtrong in faith and hope 


5 Grant that all may ſeek and find, 


Thee a God ſincere and kind: 
Heal the ſick the captive free, 
Let us all rejoice in thee ! 


— — — — — 
H Y MN 88. SUSSEX. 
x UR ſhepherd alone, 
The Lord let us bleſs ; 
Who reigns on the throne, 
The prince of our peace. 


2 Who evermore ſave us 
By ſhedding his blood: 
All hail ! holy Jeſus! 
Our Lord and our God. 


3 We daily will fing, 
Thy merits, thy praiſe ; 
Thou mcrciful ſpring _ 
Ok pity and grace, 
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4 Thy kindneſs for ever, 
To men we will tell; 
And ſay, our dear Saviour 
Redeems us from hell. 


5 Preſerve us in love, 
While here we abide, 
Nor ever remove, 
Nor cover, nor hide. 


6 Thy glorious ſalvation, 
*Till joyful we ſee 
The beautiful viſion 
Compleated in thee. 
— — ar — 
HYMN 59. CROYDON. 
1 IS finiſh'd,”” the Redeemer ſaid, 
| | And meckly bow*d his dying head, 
Whilſt we this ſentence ſcan : 
Come ſinners and obſerve the word, 
Behold the conqueſts of our Lord, 
Compleat for helpleſs man, 


2 Finiſh*d the righteouſneſs of grace, 
Finiſh'd for ſinners pard*ning peace, 
Their mighty debt is paid; 
Accuſing law cancell'd by blood, 
And wrath of an offending God 
In ſweet oblivion laid. 


Who now ſhall urge a ſecond claim ? 
The law no longer can condemn, 
Faith a releaſe can ſhew : 
Juſtice itſelf a friend appears, 
The priſon-houſe a whiſper hears, 
* 'Looſe him, and let him go." 


45 
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4 O unbelief, injurious bar! 
Source of tormenting fruitleſs fear, 
Why doſt thou yet reply? 
Where'er thy loud objections fall, 
* Tis finiſh'd,“ till may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev'ry cry. 


—— — TT ETD T0 — 
HY MN o. IpsWwIcocn. 
I EEP 1n the duſt before thy throne, 
Our guilt and our diferace we own ; 


Great God we own th' untapny name, 
Whence ſpring our nature and our ſh2me, 


2 But whilſt our {pirits nid with awe, 


hy! 
We fing the honours of thy” grace, 


+? 
Fr 
i 


Behold the terrors of 


"That ſent to fave 3 rumed race. 


3 We ling thine everlaſting ſor, 
Who join'd our nature to his own : 
Adam the ſecond from the duit, 
Raiſes the ruins of tlie firit, 


4 Where fin did reign and death about 
Tzere have thc lon: of Adam found. 
Aboundling life there glorious grace, 


DD wana 1 5 EP 4 12 p 
Reizns TO the Lord Oul 119 2h teou met. 


—_— — — — 


1 * M N 61. — Ct 

i O God the only vie, 

Our Saviour and ou king; 

Let all the fuints blow the ſkies, 
Their humble prune: ting. 
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2 *Tis his almighty love, 
His counſel and his care ; 
Preſerves us ſafe from ſin and death, 
And every hurtful ſnare. 


He ſtall preſent his ſaints, 
Unblemiſh'd and compleat; 

Before the glory of bis face, 
With joys divinely great. 


C33 


4 Then all the choſen ſeed, 
Shall meet around his throne; 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 


5 To our redeeming Gad, 
Wiſdom and pow'r belongs 
Immortal crowns of majeſty, 

And everlaſting ſongs. 


* 


1 


HYMN 62. AMESs BUR A. 


3 OME let us a-new, 
Our journey purſue, 
Roll round with the year, 
And never ſtand ſtill till our Maſter appear. 
His adorable will 
Let us gladly fulfil ; 
And our talents improve, 


”_ —ͤ—E—öͤ— 2 2 


By the patience of hope, and the labour of jove. 


2 Our life is a dream, 
Our time, as a ſtream 
Glides ſwiftly away, 
And the fugitive moment refuſes to ſtay: 


47 
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The arrow is flown, 
The moment is gone ; 
The millennial year 
Ruſhes on to our view, and eternity's here, 


3 O that each in the day, 
Of his coming may ſay, 
„% have fought my way thro', 
44 J have finiſh'd the work thou did'ſt give me to do!“ 
O that each from the Lord 
May receive the glad word: 
„Well and faithfully done; 
e Enter into my joy, and fit down on my throne.“ 


ꝗ— 


HYMN 63. SHELDON. 
1 APPT the heart, where graces reign, 
Where love inſpires the breaft } 
Love is the brighteſt of the train, 
And perfects all the reſt, 
2 Knowledge, alas! *tis all in vain, 
And all in vain our fear: 


Our ſtubborn fins will fight and reign, 
If love be ablent there. 


3 *Tis love that makes our chearful feet 
In ſwift obedience move : 
The devils know and tremble too— 
But ſatan cannot love. 
4 This is the grace that lives and ſings, 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe : 
*Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful ſtrings 
In the ſweet realms of bliſs, 
When join'd to that harmonious throng, 
That fills the choirs above: 
Then ſhall we tune our golden harps, 
And every note be love. 
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HYMN 64-—ALTON. 
1 IT HER ye poor, ye fick, ye blind, 
A ſin diſorder'd trembling throng, 


To you the goſpel calls, 
To you Meſſiah's bleſſings all belongs. 


2 Reaſon's and Virtue's boaſting ſons 
Derive no bleſſing from his tree; 
For ſinners only Jeſus dy'd, 
Then ſure I hear he dy'd for me. 


2 Twas with our grief Meſſiah groan'd, 
*'Twas with our guilt his foul was try'd ; 
Oar puniſhment he took, he bore, 
And ſinners liv'd when Jeſus dy'd. 


4 Awake each heart, arife each ſoul 
And join the bliſsful choirs above ; 


May nothing tune our future ſongs, 
But heavenly wiſdom, heavenly love. 


— — 
HYMN 6%, BENNINGTON-. 
I AIL! thou once-deſpiſed Jeſus ! 
Hail! thou Galilean King! 
Who didſt ſuffer to releaſe us, 
Who didſt free ſalvation bring! 
Hail! thou glorious God and Saviour, 
Thou haſt borne our fin and ſhame, 
Thro' whoſe merit we find favour ; 
Life is given thro* thy name ! 


2 Jeſus, hail ! enthron'd in glory, 
There for ever to abide ! 
All the heav'nly hoſts adore thee, 
Seated at thy Father's fide: 
G 


* 


wa, 
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There for ſinners thou art pleading, 
Spare them yet another year; 

There for ſaints art interceding, 
Till in glory they appear. 


3 Worſhip, honour, power, and bleſſing, 
Chriſt is worthy to receive, 
Loudeſt praiſes without ceaſing, 
Meet it is for us to give: 
Help ye bright angelic ſpirits, 
Bring your ſweeteſt, nobleſt lays, 
Help to ſing our Jeſu's merits, 
Help to chaunt Immanuel's praiſe. 
— . .... ——— 
HYMN 66.—LEINSTE xX. 


— 


7 O! every one that thirſts draw nigh, 
'Tis God invites the fallen race; 
Mercy and free falvation buy, 
Buy wine, and milk, and goſpel grace! 
Come, to the living waters, come, 
Sinners, obey your Maker's call! 
Return ye weary wand'rers home, 
And find my grace reach'd out to all. 


2 Sec! from the rock a fountain riſe, 
For you in healing ſtreams it rolls; 
Money ye need not bring nor price, 
Ye lab'ring, weary, ſin- ſick ſouls : 

Nothing ye in exchange ſhall give, 
Leave all you have and are behind ; 

Frankly the gift of God receive, 
Pardon and peace in Jeſus find, 


HYMN 6). — BA x n. 
E AR object of our ſtrong deſire, 
How long protracted is thy day; 
When burſting forth in vivid fire, 

Thy teeming glories thou'lt diſplay: 
With various ills encompaſs'd- round, 
Maintaining ſtill diſputed grounds; 
Lo! patience waits a filent maid, 

By hope in azure robe array'd. 


2 She waits ſor ſure not diſtant far, 
The day that all our mis'ry heals ; 
Me thinks IT hear thy rattling car, 
The thunder or thy burning wheels : 


The trumpets ſounds! the dead ariſs ! 


Jeſus triumphant thro' the ſkies, 
Deſcends his kingdom to maintain, 
And pour the glories of his reign, 
— — 
HYMN 68—WorcesTE®R. 
1 1 this world of ſin and ſorrow, 
Compaſs'd round with many a care, 
From eternity we borrow, 
Hope that can exclude diſpair : 
Thee, triumphant God and Saviour! 
In the glaſs of faith we ſee ; 
O! aſſiſt each faint endeavour; 
Raiſe our earth-born ſouls to tice. 


2 Place that aweful ſcene before us 
Of the laſt tremendous day, 
When to life thou wilt reſtore us, 
Ling? ring ages haſte nay ©. 


Ti 
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Then this vile and ſinful nature 
Incorruption ſhall put on; 

Life renewing, glorious Saviour, 

Let thy gracious will be done. 


8 


— . — — 
HYMN 69. 
WAS on that dark, that doleful night, 
When pow'rs of earth and hell aroſe 
Againſt the ſons of God's delight, 
And friends betray*d him to his foes. 


2 Before the mournful ſcene began, 
He took the bread, and bleſs, and brake: 
What love thro' all his actions ran! 
What wond'rous works of grace he ſpake ! 
3 This is my body, broke for fin; 
© Receive and eat the living food :?? 
Then took the cup, and bleſs'd the wine; 
* Tis the new cov'nant in my blood.“ 
{4 For us his vital blood was ſpilt, 
To buy the pardon of our guilt ; 
When for black crimes of biggeſt ſize, 
He gave his ſoul a ſacrifice. ] 


5 © Do this, he cry'd, ?till time ſhall end, 
In mem'ry of your dying friend; 
Meet at my table and record 

The love of your departed Lord.“ 


{6 Jeſus! thy feaſt we celebrate, 
We ſhew thy death, we ſing thy name; 
Till thou return, and we ſhall eat 


The marriage ſupper of the Lamb. ] 
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H:X MN yo.” | 
t TESUS invites his: ſaints, 
To meet around his board; 
Here pardon'd rebels fit and hold 
Cominunion with their Lord. 


2 For food he gives his fleſh ; 
He bids us drink his blood : 
Amazing favour, matchleſs grace 
Of our deſcending God ! 


3 This holy bread and wine 
Maintains our fainting breath, 
By union with our living Lord, 
And int'reſt in his death. 


4 Our heav'nly father calls 
Chriſt and his members one; 
We the young children of his love, 
And he the firſt-born ſon. 


5 Let all our pow'rs be join'd 
His glorious name to raiſe ; 
Pleaſure and love fill every mind, 


And ev'ry voice be praiſe. 
— — — 


HYMN 71. 
I OW condeſcending and how kind 
Was God's eternal Son ! 
Our mis'ry reach'd his heav'nly mind, 
Aud pity brought him down. 


{2 When juſtice, by our fins provok'd, 
| Drew forth its dreadful ſword, 
He gave his ſoul up to the ſtroke, 
Without a murm'ring word.) 
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{3 He ſunk beneath our heavy wots, 

To raiſe us to his: throne :. -* 

There's ne'er a gift his hand beſtows 
But coſt his heart a groan.) - 

4 This was compaſſion like a God, 
That when the Saviour knew 

The price of pardon was his blood, 

His pity ne'er withdrew. p 


5 Now tho' he reigns exalted high, 
His love is ſtill as great: 
Well he remembers Calvary ; 
Nor let his ſaints forget. 


{6 Here we behold his boweis roll 
As kind as when he dy'd, 
And ſee the ſorrows of his ſoul, - 
Bleed thro? his wounded fide. 


7 Here we receive repeated ſeals 
Of Jeſus? dying love ; 
Hard is the wretch that never feels 
One ſoft affection move.] 


$ Here let our hearts begin to melt, 
While we his death record; 
And with our joy for pardon'd guilt, 
Mourn that we pierc'd the Lord. | 


ÞAH-Y MN 53. 4: 
ET us adore th* eternal word, 
»Tis he our ſouls hath fed ; 
Thou art our living ſtream, O Lord, | 
And thou the immortal bread, . TT 


HY M N S8, cc. 


[2 The manna came from lower ſkies, 
But Jeſus from above, 
Where the freſh ſprings of pleaſure riſe, 
And rivers flow with love. 


3 Bleſs'd be the Lord, that gives his fleſd 
To nouriſh dying men; 
And often ſpreads his table freſh, 
Left we ſhould faint again. 


4 Our ſouls ſhall draw their heav'nly breath, 
Whilſt Jeſus finds ſupplies ; 
Nor fhall our graces fink to death, 
For Jeſus never dies. 


{5 Daily our mortal fleſh decays, 
But Chriſt our life ſhall come; 


His unrefiſted pow'r ſha!) raiſe 
Our bodies from the tomb.] 


— „ 


HYMN 973. 
E3US is gone above the ſkies, 
Where our weak ſenſes reach him not; 
And carnal objects court our eyes, 
To thruſt our Saviour from our thought. 


2 He knows what wand'ring hearts we have, 
Apt to forget his lovely face; 
And to refreſh our minds he gave 
Theſe kind memorials of his grace. 


z The Lord of life this table ſpread 
| With his own fleſh and dying blood; 
We on the rich proviſion 1 


And taſte the wine and bleſs the God. 
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4 Let ſinful ſweets be all forgot, 
And earth grow leſs in our eſteem ; 
Chriſt. and his love fill ev'ry thought, 
And faith and hope be fix'd on him. 


5 While he is abſent from our fight, 
"Ts to prepare our ſouls a place; 
That we may dwell in heav'nly light, 
And live for ever near his facc. 


* ——— 


HYMN 74. 
I OME let us join a joyful tune, 
To our exalted Lord, 
Ye ſaints on high around his throne, 
And we around his board. 


2 While once upon this lower ground 
Weary and faint ye ſtood ; 
What dear reſreſhment here ye found, 
From this immortal food! 


3 The tree of life, that near the throne, 

In heav'n's high garden grows; 
Laden with grace, bends gently down, 
Its ever-{miling boughs. | 


4 Now let the flaming weapon ſtand, 
And guard all Eden's trees ; 
There's ne'er a plant in all that land, 
That bears ſuch fruit as theſe, 


s Infinite grace our ſouls adore, 
Whoſe wond'rous hands has made, 
This living branch of ſov'reign pow'r 

To raiſe and heal the dead. 


HY MN $; Ke 
HYMN 76. 


I OME! let ns all unite to praiſe, 
The Saviour of mankind ; 
Our thankful hearts in ſolemn lays, 
Be with our voices join'd, | 


2 But how ſhall duſt his worth declare, 
When angels try in vain; 
Their faces veil when they appear, 
Before the Son of Man! 


3 O Lord! we cannot filent be, 
By love we are conſtrain'd, 

To offer our beſt thanks to thee, 
Our Saviour and our friend ! 


4 Though feeble are our beſt eflays, 
Thy love will not deſpiſe ; 
Our grateful ſongs of humble praiſe, | 
Our well meant ſacrifice. 


— — —  — 
HY MN 76. 


I 1 all our tongues be one, 
To praiſe our God on high; 


Who from his boſom ſent his Son 
To fetch us ſtrangers nigh. 


2 Nor let our voices ceaſe, 
To ſing the Saviour's name: 
Jeſus th* ambaſſador of peace, 
How chearfully he came, 
H 
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3 It coſt him cries and tears, 
1 To bring us near to God: 


| Great was our debt, and he appears 
To make the payment good, 


DEAT 5, 15 * 


4 Look up, my ſoul, to him 
Whoſe death was thy deſert ; 
And humbly view the living ſtream, 
| Flow from his breaking heart. 


; 5s There on the curſed tree, 

f In dying pangs he lies; 

Fulfils his Father's great decree, 
And all our wants ſupplies. 


6 Thus the Redeemer came, 
By water and by blood; 
And when the ſpirit ſpeaks the ſame, 
We feel his witneſs good. 


7 While the eternal Three, 
Bear their record above ; 
Here I believe he dy'd for me, 
And ſeal'd my Saviour's love. 
— — — 
_HYMN 97. 
| I ATURE with open volume ſtands, 
To ſpread her Maker's praiſe abroad; 
And ev'ry labour of his hands, 
| Shews ſomething worthy of a God. 


2 But in the grace that reſcu'd man, 
His brighteſt form of glory ſhines ; 

| Here, on the croſs, tis faireſt drawn, 

| In precious blood, and crimſon lines, 


H T. M. N. S8, . 


3 Here I behold his inmoſt heart, 
Where grace and vengeance ſtrangely join ; 

Piercing his Son with ſharpeſt ſmart, 
To make the purchas'd pleaſure mine. 


4 O! the ſweet wonders of that croſs, 

Where God the Saviour lov'd and dy'd! 
Her noble life my ſpirit draws 

From his dear wounds and bleeding fide. 


5 I would for ever ſpeak his name, 
In ſounds to mortal ears unknown ; 
With angels join to praiſe the Lamb, 
And worſhip at his Father's throne. 


— — ——_— — 0 * 
HYMN 78. | 
I ORD, how divine thy comforts are ! 
How heav*nly is the place 
Where Jeſus ſpreads the ſacred feaſt 
Of his redceming grace. 


2 There the rich bounties of our God, 
And ſweeteſt glories ſhine ; 
Where Jeſus ſays, that“ J am his, 
„And my beloved's mine.“ 


3 Here, (ſays the kind redeeming Lord, 
„And ſhews his wounded fide) 
„ Sce here the ſpring of all your joys, 
„That open'd when I dy'd!” 


[4 To him that waſh'd us in his blood, 
Be everlaſting praiſe ; 
Salvation, honour, glory, pow'r, 


Eternal as bis days.] 


6—— — 


bo HY M N S, Lee. 


HYMN 79. 
To; OW rich are thy proviſions, Lord ! 
Thy table furniſh'd from above ! 
The fruits of life o'erſpread the board, 
The cup o'erflows with heav'nly love. 


2 Thine ancient family, the Jews 
Were firſt invited to the feaſt ; 
We humbly take what they refuſe, 
And Gentiles thy falvation taſte, 


3 We are the poor, the blind, the lame, 
And help was far, and death was nigh! 
But at the goſpel-call we came, | 
And ev'ry want receiv*d ſupply. 


4 From the highway that leads to hell, 
From paths of darkneſs and deſpair ; 
Lord! we are come with thee to dwell, 


Glad to enjoy thy preſence here.] 


[5 What ſhall we pay th' eternal Son, 

That left the heav'n of his abode ? 
And to this wretched earth came down, 
To bring us wand'rers back to God! 


6 It coſt him death to ſave our lives, 


To buy our ſouls it coſt his own; 
And all the unknown joys he gives. 


We're bought with agonies unknown. 


7 Our everlaſting love is due 
To tim that ranſom'd ſinners loſt; 
And pity'd rebels when he knew, 
The vait expence his love would coſt.] 
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7 | OW ſweet and awful is the place, 
With Chriſt within the doors : 
Whilſt everlaſting love diſplays 
The choiceſt of her ſtores ! 


2 Here cv'ry bowel of our God 
With ſoft compaſſion rolls; 
Here peace and pardon bought with blood, 
Is food for dying ſouls. 


{3 While all our hearts and all our ſongs 
Join to admire the feat! 
Each of us cry with thankful tongues, 
Lord, why was I a gueſt ? 


4 Why was I made to hear thy voice. 

&« And enter whilſt there's room; 
„When thouſands make a wretched choice, 
“ And rather ſtarve than come ?*”] | 


5 *Twas the ſame love that ſpread the feaſt, 
That ſweetly forc'd us in; 
Elſe we had ftill refus'd to taſte, 
And periſh*d in our fin. 


HYMNS, 
i % TOW have our hearts embrac'd our God, 
We would forget all earthly charms ; 
And wiſh to die, as Simeon wou'd, | 
With his young Saviour in his arms. 


2 Our lips ſhould learn that joyful ſong, 
Were but our hearts prepar'd like his; 
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“Our ſouls ſtill willing to be gone, 
« And at thy word depart in peace. 


3 © Here we have ſeen thy face, O Lord! 
„ And view'd falvation with our eyes, 
« Taſted and felt the living word, 
«© The bread deſcending from the ſkies. 


4 © Thou haft prepar'd this dying Lamb, 
© Haft ſet his blood before our face; 

«© To teach the terrors of thy name, 
And ſkew the wonders of thy grace 


5 © He is our light; our morning-ſtar, 
Shall ſhine on nations yet unknown; 
«© The glory of thine Iſr'el here, 
And joys of ſpirits near the thrones. 


—— — — 
H * NI N 82. 


FS HE mem'ry of our dying Lord 
Awakes a thankful tongue; 
How rich he ſpreads his royal board, 
And bleſs'd the food and ſung. 


2 Happy the man that eats this bread,” 
But doubly bleſt was he 
That gently bow'd his loving head, 
And lean'd it, Lord, on thee, 


3 By faith, the ſame delights we tafte, 
As that great fav'rite did; 
And ſit and lean on Jeſus“ breaſt, 
And take the keav*aly bread,) 
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4 Down from the palace of the flies, 
Hither the King deſcends ; 
«© Come, my beloved, eat, he cri2s, 
« And drink ſalvation, friends. 


ſs © My fleſh is food and phyſic too, 
« A balm for all your pains; 


And the red ſtreams of pardon fiow, 
„From theſe my picrced veins.” ] 


6 Hoſanna to his bounteous love, 
For ſuch a feaſt below ! 
And yet he feeds his ſaints above 
With nobler bleſſings too. 


\7 Come, the dear day, the glorious hour, 
That brings our ſouls to ref ! 
Then we ſhall need theſe types no more, 
But dwell at th* heav'nly feaſt. 
—— — — 
HYMN Sg. 
1 YT OW let our pains be all forgot, 
Our hearts no more repine ; 
Our ſuff*rings are not worth a thought, 
When, Lord, compar'd with thine. 


2 In tively figures here we ſec, 
The bleeding Prince of love ; 
Each of us hope he dy'd for me, 
And then our griefs remove. 


3 Our hymns ſhould ſound like thoſe above, 
Could we our voices raiſe: 


Yet, Lord, our hearts ſhall all be love, 
And all our lives be praiſe. 
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HYMN 84. 
E fing th* amazing deeds, 
That grace divine performs; 
Th” eternal God comes down and bleeds, 
To nouriſh dying worms. | 


o 


2 This foul - reviving wine, 
Dear Saviour, *tis thy blood ; 
We thank that ſacred fleſh of thine, 
For this immortal food, ] 


3 The banquet that we eat, 
Is made. of heav'nly things; 
Earth hath no dainties halt fo ſweet, 
As our Redeemer brings. 


4 Come, all ye drooping ſaints, 
And banquet with the King ; 
This wine will drown your ſad complaints, 
And tune your voice to fing— 


3 Salvation to the name, 
Of our adored Chriſt ; 
Thro' the wide earth his grace proclaim, 
His glory in the higheſt, 
— — — 
HYMN 85. 
T thy command, our deareſt Lord 


Here we attend thy dying feaſt ; 
Thuy blood like wine adorns thy board, 
And thine own fleſh feeds ev'ry gueſt. 


2 Our faith adores thy bleeding love, 
And truſts for life in one that dy'd; 
We hope for heav'nly crowns above, 


From a Redeemer crucify'd. 
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3 Let the vain world pronounce its ſhams, 
And fling their ſcandals on the eauſe; 
We come to boaſt our Saviour's name, 


And make our triumphs in his croſs. 


4 With joy we tell the ſcofting age; 

He that was dead has left his tomb ; 

He lives above their utmoſt rage, 
And we are waiting till he come, 
— — 
HYMN £96, 

t ORD, we adore thy bounteous hand, 
And ſing the ſolemn teaſt ; 


Where ſweet celeſtial dainties ſtand, 
For ev'ry willing gueſt. 


— 


2 The tree of life adorns the board 
With rich immortal fruit, 

And ne'er an angry flaming ſword 
To guard the paſſage to't. 


3 The cup ſtands crown'd with living juice, 
The fountain flows above; 
And runs down ſtreaming for our uſe, 
In rivulets of love. 


4 The food prepar*d by heav'nly art, 
The pleaſure's well refin'd; 
They ſpread new life thro' ev'ry heart, 
And cheer the drooping mind. 


c Shout and proclaim the Saviour's love, 
Ye ſaints that taſte his wine: 
| Join with your kindred ſaints above, 
In loud Hoſannas join. 


1 
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6 A thouſand glories to the God 

That gives ſuch joy as this : 
Hoſanna let it ſound abroad, 
And reach where Jeſus is. 


H.Y M N 557. 
OME, let us lift our voices high, 
High as our joys arile ; 
And join the ſongs above the ſky, 
Where plcaſure. never dies. 


Fi 


2 Teſus, the God, that fought and bled, 
And conquer'd when he fell; 
That roſe and at his chariot-wheels 
Dragg'd all the pow'rs of hell. 


[3 Jeſus, the God invites us here 
To this triumphal feaft ; 
And brings immortal bleſſings down 
For each redeemed gueſt, ] 


2 The Lord! how glorious is his face! 
How kind his ſmile; appear! 
And O]! what melting words he ſays 
To ev'ry humble ear! 


5 For you the children of my love, 
„It was for you 1 dy'd; 

„ Behold my hands, behold my feet, 
« And lock into my ſide. 


6 © Theſe are the wounds for you 1 bore, 
„The tokens of my pains 3 
„% When I came down to free your ſouls 


From miſery and chains. 
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{75 © Tuſtice unſheath'd its fiery ſword, 
„And plung'd it in my heart; 
% Infinite pangs for you I Þore, 
« And moſt tormenting ſmart. 


3 © When hell and all its ſpiteſal pow'rs, 
* Stood dreadful in my way; 
„To reſcue thoſe dear lives of yours, 
<6 I gave my own away.” 


9 Victorious God! what can we pay 
For favours ſo divine ? 
We would devote our hearts away, 
To be for ever thine. ] 
_— — — — 
HT MN 88. 
L 1 ITTING around our Father's board, 
We raiſe our tuneful breath; 
Our faith beholds her dying Lord, 
And dooms our fins to death. 


2 We ſee the blood of Jeſus ſhed, 
Whence all our pardons riſe ; 
The finner views th* atonement made, 
And loves the ſacriſice. 


3 Thy cruel thorns, thy ſhameful croſs 
Procure us heav'nly crowns ; 
Our higheit gain ſprings from thy lofs, 
Our healing from thy wounds. 


4 Oh! 'tis impoſſible that we 
Who dwell in feeble clay; 
Should equal ſuff'rings bear for thee, 
Or equal thanks repay. 
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HYMN 89. 
ATHER, we wait to feel thy grace, 


, To ſee thy glories ſhine ; 
The Lord will his own table bleſe, 
And make the feaſt divine. 


2 be touch, we taſte the heav'nly bread, 
e drink the ſacred cup; 
3 outward forms our ſenſe is fed, 
Our fouls rejoice in hope. 


3 We ſhall appear before the throne 
Of our forgiving God. 
Dreſs'd in the garments of his Son, a 
And ſprinkled with his blood. 


4 We ſhall be ſtrong to run the race, 
And climb the upper ſky; 
Chriſt will provide our fouls with grace, 
He bonght A large ſupply. 


[5 Let us indulge a chearful frame, 
For joy becomes a feaſt; 

We love the mem'cy of his name 

More than the wine we taſte. ] 


HYMN 90. 

i T FOW are thy glories here difplay'd ! 
F Great God how bright they ſning! 
While at thy word we break the bread, 

Aud pour the flowing wine. 


2 Here thy revenging juſtice ſtands, 
An, Pl 22ds its dreadful cauſe; 
[ere ſaving mercy ſpreads her hands, 
Like Jcſus on the croſs. 


HY M N S8, cc. by | 


3 Thy ſaints attend with every grace 
On this great ſacrifice ; 
And love appears with chearful face, 


And faith with fixed eycs. 


4 Our hope in waiting poſture fits, 
To heav'n directs her fight; 

Here ev'ry warmer paſſion meets, 
And warmer pow'rs unite. 


5 cal and revenge perform their part, 
And riſing fin deſtroy ; 
Repentance comes with aching heart, 
Yet not forbids the joy. 


6 Dear Saviour, change our faith to ſight, 
Let ſin for ever die; 
Then ſhall our ſouls be all delight, 
And ev'ry tear be dry. 


wor) 
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HYMN gr. Fox CiuRlsTMAS. 
x ALVATION 1s for ever nigh, 
The ſouls that fear and truſt the Lord; 


And grace, deſcending from on high, 
Freſh hopes of Pay ſhall aftord. 


—— al 


| 
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2 lens and truth on earth are met, 
Since Chriſt the Lord came down from heav'n; 
By his obedience ſo compleat, 
Juſtice is pleas'd and peace is giv'n. 


> Now truth and honour ſhall abound, 
Religion dwell on earth again; 
And heav*nly influence bleſs the ground, 
In our Redezmer's gentle reign, 
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4 His righteouſneſs is gone before, 
To give us free acceſs to God; 
Our wand'ring fect ſhall ftray no more, 
But mark his ſteps, and keep the road. 


„ 


„ —— 


HYMN gz. FoR CuRIS1MAS. 
I OR ever ſhall my ſong record, 
The truth and mercy of the Lord; 
Mercy and truth for ever ſtand 
Like heav'n, eſtabliſn'd by his hand. 


2 Thus to his Son he ſware, and ſaid, 
„ With thee my cov'nant firſt is made; 
In thee ſhall dying ſinners live, 
„Glory and grace are thine to give. 


3 © Be thou my prophet, thou my prisſt; 
& Thy children ſhall be ever bleſt! 

© Thou art my choſen King; Thy throng 
„ Shall ſtand eternal like my own, 


4 There's none of all my ſons above 
“So much my image or my love; 
Ccleſtial pow'rs thy ſubjects are, 
Then what can earth to the? compare? 


5 © David, my ſervant, whom I choſe 
* To guard my flock, to cruſh my foes ; 
„And rais'd him to the Jewiſh throne, 
“ Was but a ſhadow of my Son.“ 


6 Now let the church rejoice and fing, 
Jeſus her Saviour, and her King: 
Angels his heav'nly wonders ſhew, 
And faiats. declare his works below. 


l EAR what the Lord in viſion ſaid, 


wh 
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HYMN 9gz3.-—Fozx Carnsrmas. 


And made his mercy known ; 
„ Sinners, behold your help is laid, 
+ On my almighty Son.” 


Behold the man my wiſdom choſe 
Among your mortal race ; 

His head my holy oil o'erflows, 
The ſpirit of my grace. 


High ſhall he reign on David's throne, 
My people's better King ; 

My arm ſhall beat his rivals down, 
And ftill new ſubjects bring. 


My truth ſhall guard him in his way 
With mercy by his ſide ; 

While in my name thro? earth and fea, 
He ſhall in triumph ride. 


Me for his Father and his God, 


He ſhall for ever own, 
Call me his rock, his high abode, 
And I'll ſupport my Son. 


My firſt-born Son array'd in grace, 
At my right-hand ſhall fit ; 

Beneath him angels know their place, 
And monarchs at his feet. 


My cov'nant ſtands for ever faſt, 
My promiſes are ſtrong ; 


Firm as the heav'ns his throne ſhall laſt, 


His ſeed endure as long. 
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HYMN 94. — Fox Goop-FRI DAV. 


I OW from the roaring Hhon's rage, 

O Lord, protect thy Son! 

Nor leave thy darling to engage 
The pow'ls of hell alone. 


2 Thus did our fuffering Saviour pray, 
With mighty cries and tcars ; 
God heard him in that dreadful day, 


And chas'd away his fears. 


3 Great was the vict'ry of his death, 
His throne exalted high; 
And all the kindreds of the earth, 
Shall worſhip or ſhall ce, 


4 A num'rous offspring muſt a riſe 
From his czpiring groans ; 


kx They ſhall be reckon'd, in his eyes, 


For daughters and for ſons, 


5 The meek and humble ſouls ſhall ſee 
His table richly ſpread ; 

And all that ſeek the Lord ſhail be, 
With joys immortal fed. 


© The iſles ſhall know the righteouſneſs 
Of our incarnate God ; 
And nations yet unborn profeſs, 
Salvation in his blood, | 


4) 


* 
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HYMN 95. 


1 1 OW let our mournful ſongs record, 
The dying ſorrows of our Lord ; 


When he complain'd in tears and blood, 
As one forſaken of his God. 


For Goop-FribDayY. 


2 The Jews beheld him thus forlorn, 
And ſhake their heads and laugh in ſcorn; 
He reſcu'd others from the grave, 
„Now let him try himſelf to fave. 

: | — 

3 This is the man did once pretend, 
„% God was his Father, and his friend; 
6 Tf God the bleſſed lov'd him ſo, 
« Why does he fail to help him now ?” 


4 Barbarous people; cruel prieſts ! 
How they ſtood round like ſavage beaſts ; 
Like hons gaping to devour, 
When God had left him in their pow'r. 


5 They wound his head, his hands, his feet, 
Till ſtreams of blood each other meet ; 


By lot his garments they divide, 
And mock the pangs in which he dy'd. 


6 But God his Father heard his cry, 
Rais'd from the dead he reigns on high; 
The nations learn his righteouſneſs, 
And humble ſinners taſte his grace. 


* K 
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HYMN 96.— Fox Goop-FRIDAV. 


1 rk wonders, Lord, thy love has wrought, 
Exceed our praiſe, furmount our thought ; 
Should I attempt the long detail, 
My ſpeech would faint, my numbers fail. 


2 No blood of beaſts on altars ſpilt, 
Can cleanſe the ſouls of men from guilt; 
But thou haſt ſet before our eyes, 
| An all- ſuſficient ſacrifice. 


3 Lo! thine eternal Son appears, 

| To thy deſigns he bows his ears; 
Aſſumes a body well prepar'd, 
And well performs a work ſo hard. 


4 4 Behold, I come, (the Saviour cries, 
„ With love and duty in his eyes) 
„J come to bear the heavy load 

„ Of fins, and do thy will my God. 


6 + *Tis written in thy great decree, 
„ *Tis in thy book foretold of me, 

[ * „ muſt full the Saviour's part, 
« And lo! ti law is in my heart. 


| 6 © I'll magnify thy holy law, 

| « And rebels to obedience draw; 

L | «© When on my croſs I'm lifted high, 
Or to my crown above the ſky, 

7 The ſpirit ſhall deſcend and ſhow 
« What thou haſt done, and what I do; 


| | « The wond'ring world ſhall learn thy grace, 
| | „% Thy wiſdom and thy righteouſneſs.” 
j 
| 


HT MN &c. 


HYMN 97. 


7 ATHER I ſing thy wond'rous grace, 
I bleſs my Saviour's name: 
He bought ſalvation for the poor, 
And bore the ſinner's ſhame, 


Fox Goon-Frzinay. 


2 His deep diſtreſs has. rais'd us high, 
His duty and his zeal 

Fulfill'd the law which mortals broke, 
And finiſh'd all thy will. 


2 His dying groans, his living ſongs, 
Shall better pleaſe my God, 
Than harp or trumpet's ſolemn ſound, 
Than goats or bullocks blood. 


4 This ſhall his humble followers ſee, 
And ſet their hearts at reſt ; 
They by his death draw near to thee, 
And live for ever bleſt. 


5 Let heav'n, and all that dwell on high, 
To God their voices raiſe ; 
While lands and ſeas affiſt the ſky, 
And join t' advance the praiſe. 


9 Zion is thine, moſt holy God, 
Thy Son ſhall bleſs her gates ; 
And glory, purchas'd by his blood, 
Fer thy own Iſr'el waits, 


1 
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HYMN 98. Fox Goop-FNIDAx. 
1 EEP in our hearts let us record, 


The deeper ſorrows of our Lord; 
Behold the riſing billows roll, 


To overwhelm his holy ſoul. 


2 In long complaints he ſpends his breath, 
While hoſts of hell, and pow'rs of death, 
And all the ſons of malice join, 

To execute their curſt deſign. 


3 Yet gracious God, thy pow'r and love, 


Has made the curſe a bleſſing SD 
Thoſe dreadful ſufffrings of thy ſon, 


Aton'd for fins which we had done. 


5 Oh! for his ſake our guilt forgive, 
And let the mourning finner live ; 
The Lord wil! hcar us in his name, 
Nor ſhall our hope be turn'd to ſhame, 


—_ _—__ — 


HYMN 9g. 


Fox EASTER-DAY- 
3 HY did the nations join to ſlzy 
The Lord's anointed Son? 
Why did they caſt his laws away, 
And tread his goſpel down? 


2 The Lord that fits above the ſkies, 
- Derides their rage below; by 
He ſpeaks with veng'ance in his eyes, 
And ſtrike their ſpirits through. 
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3 © I call him my eternal Son, 
* And raiſe him from the dead; 
** I make my holy hill his throne, 
“And wide his kingdom ſpread. 


4 © Aſk me my Son, and then enjoy, 
The utmoſt Heathen lands; 
Thy rod of iron ſhall deſtroy, 
„The rebel that withſtands.“ 


5 Be wiſe, ye rulers of the earth, 
Obey th' anointed Lord, 
Adore the King of heav'nly birth, 
And tremble at his word. 


9 With humble love addreſs his throne, 
For if he frowns ye die ; 
Thoſe are ſecure, and thoſe alone, 
Who on his grace rely. 
w—__—_—_——  _— — — 
HYMN 100, Fox EAsTER-DA. 
1 HIS is the day the Lord hath made, 
He calls the hours his own; | 
Let heav*n rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praiſe ſurround thy throne. 


2 To-day he roſe and left the dead, 
And ſatan's empire fell; 
To-day the ſaints his triumph ſpread, 
And all his wonders tell. 


3 Hoſanna to th* anointed King, 
To David's holy Son; 
Help us, O Lord! deſcend and bring 
Salvation from thy throne, 
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4 Bleſt be the Lord, who comes to men, 
With meſſages of grace; 

Who comes in God the Father's name, 
To ſave our ſinful race. 


5 Hoſanna in the higheſt ſtrains ; 
The church on earth can raiſe ; 
The higheſt heav'ns in which he reigns, 
Shall give him nobler praiſe. 


—_ —_— —— 1 
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HYMN 101. For EaSTER-DAY. 


r E E what a living ſtone ! 
The builders did refuſe ; | 
Yet God has built his church thereon, 


In ſpite of envious Jews, 


2 The ſcribe and angry prieſt 
Reject thine only ſon ; 
Yet on this rock ſhall Zion reſt, 
As the chief corner ſtone. 


3 The work, O Lord, is thine, 
And wond'rous in our eyes; 
This day declares it all divine, 
This day did Jeſus riſe, 


4 This is the glorious day 
That our Redeemer made; 
Let us rejoice, and ſing, and pray, 
Let all the church be glad. 
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5 Hoſanna to the King 
Of David's royal blood ; 
Bleſs him, ye ſaints; He comes to bring 
Salvation from your God. 


6 We blefs thine holy word 
Which all this grace diſplays ; 
And ' offer on thine altar, Lord, 
Our ſacrifice of praiſe. 


= — — — 


HYMN 102.—FoR WHiTsUNDAY. 


I ORD, when thou didft aſcend on high, 


Ten thoufand angels fill'd the ſky ; 
Thoſe heav'nly guards around thee wait, 
Like chariots that attend thy ſtate. 


2 Not Sinai's mountain could appear 
More glorious when the Lord was there; 
While he pronounc'd his dreadful law, 
And ſtruck the choſen tribe with awe, 


3 How bright the triumph none can tell, 
When the rebellious pow'rs of hell; 
That thouſand fouls had captive made, 
Were all in chains like captives led. 


4 Rais'd by his Father to the throne, 
He ſent the promis*d ſpirit down, 
With gifts and grace ſor rebel men, + 
That God might dwell on earth again. 
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HYMN 103.— Fon THE SACP AMENT» 
H tell us no more, 


7 
A The ſpirit and pow'r, 
Of Jeſus our God, 
Is not to be found in this hfe-giving food. 


2 Did Jeſus ordain, 
His ſupper in vain, -- 
FE And furniſh a feaſt 
For none but his earlieſt ſervants to taſte. 


3 Nay, but this is his will, 
(We know it and feel) 
That we ſhould partake 
The banquet for all he ſo freely did make. 


4 In rapturous bliſs 
He bids us do this, 
The joy it imparts 
Hath witneſs'd his gracious deſign in our hearts. 


5 'Tis God we believe, 
Who cannot deceive, 
The witneſs of God 
Is preſent, and ſpeaks in the myſtical blood. 


* 


6 Receiving the bread 
On Jeſus we feed, 
It doth not appear 
His manner of working; but Jeſus is here! 
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HYMN 104. 


Fox New-TrAr's-Dar. 


I FHILE with ceaſeleſs courſe the ſan, 


Haſted thro” the former year, 
Many ſouls their race have run, 
Never more to meet us here : 
Fix'd in an eternal ſtate, 
They have done with all below ; 
We a little longer wait, | 
But how little—none can know. 


2 As the winged arrow flies, 

Speedily the mark to find; 
As the light'ning from the ſkies, 
Darts, and leaves no trace behind: 
Swiftly thus our fleeting days, 

Bear us down life's rapid ſtream; 
Upwards, Lord, our ſpirits raiſe, 

All below is but a dream, 


3 Thanks for mercies paſt receive, 

Pardon of our fins renew ; 

Teach us, henceforth, how to live 
With eternity in view: 

Bleſs thy word to young and old, 
Fill us with a Saviour's love ; 

And when life's ſhort tale is told, 
May we dwell with thee above. 
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HYMN 105. Fee New-YEAR's-Dar. 
I H E Lord of earth and iky, 


The God of ages praiſe ! 
Who reigns enthron'd on high, 
Ancient of endleſs days ; 


E 


F. 


Who lengthens out our trial here, 
And ſpares us yet another year, 


2 Barren and wither*d trees, 
We cumber'd long the ground ; 
No fruit of holineſs 
On our dead ſouls was found: 
Yet did he us in mercy ſpare, 
Another, and another year. 


3 When juſtice bar'd the ſword, 
To cut the fig-tree down, 
The pity of our Lord, 
Cry'd—“ Let it ſtill alone :*? 
The Father mild inclin'd his ear, 
And ſpar'd us yet another year. 


4 Jeſus, thy ſpeaking blood 
From God obtain'd the grace, 
Who therefore has beſtow'd 
On us a longer ſpace : 
Thou did'ſt in our behalf appear, 
And lo! we ſee another year. 


5 Then dig about our root, 
Break up our fallow ground, 
And let our gracious fruit 
To thy great praiſe abound. 
O let us all thy praiſe declare, 
And fruit unto perfection bear. 
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2 ESTOW, dear Lord, upon our youth 
The gift of ſaving grace; 
And let the ſeed of ſacred truth, 
Fall in a fruitful place. 


For YOUTHe 


2 Grace is a plant, where'er it grows, 
Of pure and heav'nly root; 
But faireſt in the youngeſt ſhevs, 
And yields the ſwceteft fruits. 


3 Ye careleſs ones, O hear betimes 
The voice of ſovereign love ! 
Your youth is ſtain'd with many crimes, 
But mercy reigns above. 


4 True, you are young, but there's a ſtone, 
Within the yo ngcth breaſt ; 

Or half the crihes which you have done 
Would rob you of your reſt, 


5 For you the public pray'r is made, 
Oh! join the public pray'r!. 
For you the ſecret tear is ſhed, 
O ſhed yourſelves a tear, 


6 We pray that you may early prove, 
The ſpirit's power to teach; 
You cannot be too young to love 


That Jeſus whom we preach. 
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HYMN 107. 


Fox YouTn. 


T | ET us adore the grace that ſeeks 


To draw our hearts above ! 
Attend, tis God the Saviour ſpeaks, 
And ev'ry word is love. 


2 Tho' fill'd with awe, before his throne 
Each angel veils his face; 
He claims a people for his own 
Amongtt our ſinful race, 


3 Careleſs awhile, they live in ſin, 
Enflav'd to Satan's pow'r ; 
But they obey the call divine, 
In his appointed hour, 


4 ©* Come forth, he ſays, no more purſue 
The paths that lead to death; 

** Look up, a bleeding Saviour view, 

„Look, and be ſav'd by faith. _ 


'S © My ſons and daughters you ſhall be, 


* Thro? the atoning blood; 
* And you ſhall claim, and find, in me 
„% A Father, and a God.“ 


6 Lord, ſpeak theſe words to ev'ry heart, 
By thine afl-powerful voice; 
That we may now from ſin depart, 
And make thy love our choice. 


7 If now, we learn to ſeek thy face, 
By Chriſt, the living way ; 
We'll praiſe thee for this hour of grace, 
Thro' an eternal day. | 


K r M N 8, . 


HYMN 1608. Fox YouTH, 


ENEATH the tyrant Satan's yoke, 
Our ſouls were long opprett ; 
Till- grace our galling fetters broke, 
And gave the weary reſt. 


2 Jeſus, in that important hour, 
His mighty arm made known; 
He ranſom'd us by price and pow'r, 
And claim'd us for his own. 


3 Now freed from bondage, fin, and death, 
We walk in Wiſdom's ways; 
And wiſh to ſpend our ev'ry breath, 
In wonder, love, and praiſe. 


4 Ere long, we hope with him to dwell, 
In yonder world above; | 
And now we only live to tell, 


The riches of his love, 


5 O! might'we ere we hence remove, 
Prevail upon our youth ; 
To ſeck, that they may likewiſe prove, 
IIis mercy and his truth. 
6 Like Simeon, we ſhall gladly go, 
When Jeſus calls us home; 
If they are left a ſeed below, 
To ſerve him in our room. 


7 Lord * our pray'r, indulge our hope, 
On theſe thy ſpirit pour; 
That they may take our ſtory up, 
When we can ſpeak no more, 
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HYMN 109. Ox CHARITY. 
LEST is the man whoſe bowels move, 
And melt with pity to the poor ; 
Whoſe ſoul by ſympathizing love, 
Feels. what his fellow-ſaiats endure. 


I 


2 His heart contrives for their relief, 
More good than his. own hands can do; 
He in the time of gen'ral griet, 
Shall find the Lord has bowels too. 


3 His ſoul ſhall live ſecure on earth, 
With ſecret blefings on his head, 
When drought, and peitilence, and death, 
Around him multipiy ter dead. 


4 Or if he languiſn on bis couch, 
God will pronounce his ſins forgiv'n, 
Will ſave him with a healing touch, 


Or take his willing ſoul to heaven. 
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HYMN 110. ON Ciuarirty. 
I E APPY is he that fears the Lord, 
And follows his commands; 
Wo lends the poor without reward, 
Or gives with lib'ral hands. 


2 As pity dwells within his breaſt 
To all the ſons of need; | 

80 God ſhall anſwer his requeſt, 
With bleſſings on his ſeed, 
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3 No evil tidings ſhall ſurprize, 
His well-eſtabliſn'd mind; 
His ſoul to God his refuge flies, 
And leaves his fears behind. 


4 In times of general diſtreſs 
Some beams of light ſhall ſhine, 
To ſtew the world his righteouſneſs, 
2 give him peace divine. 
5 His works of piety and love, 
Remain before the Lord ; 


Honour on earth, and joys above, 
Shall be his ſure reward. 


— — — — 


HYMN III. — ON Tus DEATH or a BELIEv EY. 


1 9 IS finiſn'd, 'tis done! 


The ſpirit is fled, 
The pris'ner is gene, 
The chriſtian is dead : 
The chriſtian is living 
Thro' Jeſus his love, 
And gladly receiving 
A kingdom above. 


2 All henour and praiſe 
Is Jeſus's due; 
Supported by grace, 
He fought his way thro? : 
Triumphantly glorious, 
Thro' Jeſus's zeal, 
And more than victorious 


O' er fin, death and hell. 


HYMN 8, 


3 Then let us record 
The conquering name, 
Our Captain and Lord 
With ſhoutings proclair : 
Who truſt in his paſſion, 
And follow our head, 
To certain ſalvation 
We all ſhall be led. 


41800 Jefus, lead on 

Aa Thy militant care, 

And give us the crown, 
Of righteouſneſs there : 

Where dazzled with glory 
The ſeraphim gaze, 

Or proſtrate adore thee 


In ſilence of praiſe. 


5 Come, Lord, and diſplay 
Thy ſign in the ſky, 
And bear us away 
To manſions on high: 
The kingdom be given, 
The purchaſe divine, 
=; And crown us in heav'n 
1 4 | Eternally thine. 
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